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THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS 


LAST  September  the  IMost  Reverend  Leonard 
Buys,  C.Ss.R.,  Superior  General  and  Rector 
Major  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers,  visited 
the  United  States  and  Canada.    This  was  a  great 
source  of  joy  and  consolation  for  the  Sons  of  St. 
Alphonsus  throug-hout  North  America. 

While  in  Toronto,  the  Redemptoristine  Sisters, 
who  claim  him  also  as  their  Father,  came  to  visit 
him  and  receive  his  blessing-.  They  travelled  by 
bus  from  Barrie  where  their  Monastery  is  under 
constiiiction.  This  fact  explains  why  they  are 
not  yet  cloistered. 

Twenty-six  Sisters,  under  the  guidance  of  their 
Superior,  the  Reverend  Mother  ]\Iarie  Celeste, 
gathered  in  the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
to  meet  His  Paternity.  lie  addressed  them,  ex- 
plaining the  sublime  purpose  of  their  vocation. 

At  another  meeting  that  day  he  had  a  special 
message  for  the  Sisters  of  Service,  laying  stress 
on  the  modern  means  of  meeting  the  needs  of  the 
mission  field.  His  talk  was  most  inspiring.  He 
showed  a  keen  interest  in  our  young  Institute. 

The  two  Communities  spent  the  day  happily 
fogether.  A  common  ideal — the  salvation  of  the 
most  abandoned  souls — links  them  together.  They 
each  have  a  specific  field  of  action  in  the  pur- 
suit of  this  ideal.  The  Redemptoristines  in  the 
silence  of  their  cloister  pray  for  the  realization 
of  this  sublime  end  of  their  Order.  Their  con- 
vents are  power  stations  that  transmit  light  and 
power  to  the  spiritual  world.  The  Sisters  of 
Service  are  an  active  Order  of  Missionary  Sisters. 
Like  the  shock  troops  of  Christ's  army  in  the 
mission  field  they  work  for  the  most  abandoned. 

This  gathering  brought  to  my  mind  a  scene 
which  I  often  witnessed  when  standing  on  the 
western  tip  of  Montreal  Island.  There  takes 
place  "the  meeting  of  the  waters"  of  the  Ottawa 
and  St.  Lawrence  Rivers.  Here  is  a  beautiful 
symbol  of  the  meeting  of  the  contemplative  and 
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active  life  in  the  pursuit  of  the  same  ideal.  How 
well  the  Ottawa  river  represents  the  active 
life.  Pushing  its  turbulent  waters  through 
Northern  Ontario,  it  fights  its  way  through  rugged 
banks  and  over  angry  rapids.  All  these  obstacles 
seem  but  to  urge  it  onwards  to  the  sea. 

What  a  contrast  when  its  waters  enter  into 
the  lordly  St.  Lawrence !  How  quiet,  how  ma- 
jestic is  its  onward  sweep  1  One  would  think  it 
inactive.  All  is  so  calm  along  its  placid  banks; 
and  yet,  what  a  powerful  body  of  water !  This 
is  a  picture  of  the  contemplative  life  in  the  Church 
of  God.  No  one  knows  the  power  of  prayer  in 
the  workings  of  divine  grace.  The  active  orders 
draw  much  of  their  strength  from  the  contem- 
plative Sisters.  This  fact  gives  full  significance 
to  the  meeting  of  the  Redemptoristines  and  the 
Sisters  of  Service. 

These  two  forms  of  religious  life,  the  contem- 
plative and  the  active,  like  so  many  others  in  the 
Church  of  God,  represent  well  the  two  streams 
of  spiritual  life  "whose  flowing  waters  enrich 
the  City  of  God." 

This  eventful  meeting  will  stand  as  a  lesson 
in  the  pages  of  our  Annals.  In  our  missionary 
labours  may  we  depend  more  and  more  on  prayer. 
May  our  Redemptoristine  Sisters  continue  to  ex- 
tend their  suppliant  arms  like  Moses  on  the  moun- 
tain while  the  Sisters  of  Service  are  fighting  in 
the  plain  for  the  conquest  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls.  In  that  battle  and  conquest  they  both 
meet  under  the  protection  of  St.  Alphonsus. 
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The  two  Coiiiiniiiiities — Retleinptoristines  (coiiteiiiplative)  and  Sistei-s  of  Sei-^-icc 
(active) — gathei-ed  around  Vei-j'  Reverend  Father  General,  C.Ss.R.  on  the  occasion 
of  his  memorable  visit  to  the  S.O.S.  Novitiate. 


THREE  SILVER  JUBILARIANS 

On  the  glorious  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Immaculate 
Conception  three  Sisters  of  Service  had  the  happy 
privilege  of  celebrating  the  completion  of  twenty- 
five  years  in  the  Master's  Service.  They  are 
Sister  Lidwina  Furman,  Sister  Eva  Chartrand 
and  Sister  Mary  Ann  Paradis. 

Sister  Chartrand  was  the  only  one  in  Toronto 
for  the  celebration  and  as  December  8th  is  the 
patronal  feast  of  our  Mother  House  we  observed 
the  double  Feast  by  adding  silvery  touches  to 
our  usual  festal  observance.  All  the  S.O.S.  in 
the  city  were  present  at  the  High  Mass  celebrated 


in  our  Convent  chapel  by  Father  Daly.  After- 
wards a  Feast  Day  breakfast  was  served,  at  Avhich 
all  were  in  festive  mood  according  to  the  antiphon 
sung  at  the  Offertory  in  tribute  to  the  jubilarians 
— -"Jubilate  Deo,  universa  terra." 

Sister  Furman  and  Sister  Paradis  observed  the 
anniversary  in  their  respective  missions  (Van- 
couver and  Rj'croft),  but  at  the  time  of  going 
to  press  no  details  have  reached  us  of  these  cele- 
brations. •? 

"We  offer  heartfelt  congratulations  to  the 
three  jubilarians,  and  may  this  silver  milestone 
be  an  incentive  to  tliem  to  press  forward  with 
renewed  courage  and  love  towards  the  goal  of 
Eternal  Jubilee. 


INDIFFERENCE  MAY  BE  HOLY  OR  HARDENED  AND  THE  DIFFERENCE  IS  AS  BETWEEN  NIGHT  AND 

DAY. 
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ARE  WE  SODALITY  CONSCIOUS?  YES. 


IT  WAS  our  privilege,  on  September  13,  to  have 
a  "Sodality  Day"  at  our  Novitiate,  where 
Father  Douglas  E.  Daly,  S.J.,  National  Secre- 
tary for  Canada  of  the  Sodality  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  presented  and  explained  the  meaning 
of  the  Sodality,  its  aims,  and  the  means  by  which 
these  aims  are  achieved.  Because  we  feel  that  these 
are  not  sufficiently  known  (certainly  each  of  us 
came  away  a  wiser  woman)  and  because  we  would 
like  some  share  in  promoting  this  work  of  which 
our  Holy  Father  Pius  XII  has  recently  declared 
to  be  the  answer  to  present-day  problems,  we  note 
below  the  salient  points  of  Father  Daly's  stimulat- 
ing and  thought-provoking  lesson. 

The  aim  of  a  Sodality  is  the  formation  of  good 
Catholics  who  are  sincerely  bent  on  sanctifying 
thein.selves  and  who  are  zealous  for  the  apostolate. 
This  has  as  foundation  devotion  to  the  Mother  of 
God.  Evidently,  the  "sanctifying"  of  oneself  pro- 
poses a  level  of  Sainthood,  and  this  to  be  achieved 
in  one's  own  state  of  life  by  that  spirituality  found 
everywhere  in  the  Church.  The  Sodality  gives  first 
place  to  this  personal  holiness,  but  since  to  know 
Christ  is  to  love  Him,  the  Sodalist  associates  him- 
self with  some  branch  of  Christ's  work  in  the 
Spiritual  and  Corporal  Works  of  mercy,  the  De- 
fense of  the  Church,  and  to  the  Social  apostolate. 
Prayer  and  activity  are  absolutely  essential  to  a 
true  Sodality. 

Since  a  Sodalist,  by  virtue  of  the  term,  is  a  mem- 
ber of  a  group,  of  which  Mary  is  the  bond  of  union, 
devotion  to  her  is  the  foundation  of  his  aims  and 
endeavours.   This  devotion  is  based  on  the  Dogmas 


of  the  Church  whereby  the  Sodalist  venerates  her 
as  IMother  of  God,  strives  to  imitate  her  as  a  Model 
of  Holiness;  expresses  his  gratitude  for  her  share 
in  the  redemption,  experiences  filial  love  for  her 
as  Mother  of  men  and  devotion  to  her  as  Queen  of 
Heaven  and  Earth,  and  because  she  is  Mediatrix 
of  all  graces,  the  Sodalist  places  in  Mary  his  entire 
confidence  and  invokes  always  her  intercession. 
She  gave  Christ  to  the  world,  and  the  Sodalist 
gives  himself  to  Mary  to  be  formed  by  her  into 
"another  Christ"  to  be  given  back  to  Him  by  her 
hands. 

The  Sodality  achieves  its  aims  by  means  of  group 
and  private  activity— not  activity  for  activity's 
•sake,  but  as  a  means  to  personal  holiness  and  the 
spread  of  Christ's  Church.  As  Pius  XII,  himself 
a  Sodalist  for  fifty  years,  has  said,  a  Sodalist 
should  be  a  "Total  Catholic" — one  in  whom  is  ex- 
emplified the  virtues  of  Christ  and  His  Blessed 
Mother,  and  who,  like  them  and  through  them, 
gives  himself  to  the  great  work  of  conquering  the 
world  for  God.  As  a  Sodalist  he  gains  for  himself 
innumerable  privileges  in  his  affiliation  with  the 
"Prima  Primaria"  at  the  Roman  College  to  which 
was  given  the  right  to  extend  the  indulgences  first 
given  it. 

We  wish  Father  Daly  every  success  in  his  work 
for  Mary  and  thank  him  for  his  inspiration  "to 
love  and  to  do".  It  will  be  little  if  we,  who  have 
the  privilege  of  working  in  the  Vineyard,  do  all  in 
our  power  to  sponsor  the  Sodality  and  its  aims. 
"Ad  Jesum  per  Mariam"  ! 
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NORTHWARD  HO! 

S.O.S.  GO  STILL  FARTHER  NORTH 


THE  vast  Canadian  North  with  its  infinite 
scope  for  missionary  work  lias  sounded  its 
eall  to  many  a  heart  and  has  been  the  set- 
ting for  many  a  "lorious  page  in  the  history  of 
the  Master's  work  of  saving  souls.  AVe,  too,  have 
been  privileged  to  work  in  the  North  and  now  our 
work  has  extended  almost  to  the  border  of  the 
Northwest  Territories. 

In  answer  to  a  request  from  Reverend  Father 
Jal,  O.MJ.,  that  we  help  .prepare  his  people  for 
Confirmation,  two  of  us  from  the  Peace  River 
Convent  started  for  the  North  one  beautiful  night 
in  August.  Our  destination  was  Upper  Hay 
River,  Alberta — 250  miles  north  of  Peace  River 
and  about  50  miles  from  the  borderline  between 
this  Province  and  the  Northwest  Territories. 

On  the  Way  to  Upper  Hay 

We  left  Peace  River  by  bus  at  10  p.m.  Our 
driver  was  surely  one  of  those  unsung  heroes  who 
serve  the  public  so  faithfully  day  in  and  day  out, 
whose  services  we  take  for  granted  at  all  times. 
Besides  being  a  business  man  he  has  to  be  a 
diplomat,  getting  rid  of  undesirables  with  a 
minimum  of  fuss  (a  stray  dog  and  a  helpless 
drunk  were  disposed  of  that  night).  In  addition 
to  seeing  to  the  comfort  of  his  passengers  on 
this  all-night  trip,  he  has  to  deliver  parcels  and 
messages  and  keep  a  weather  eye  out  for  drivers 
in  difficulty  on  these  lonely  roads.  We  drove 
along  through  the  night,  touching  little  towns 
here  and  there.  Finally,  even  these  were  left  be- 
hind and  we  were  in  the  Northern  bush  with  the 
wild  things.  Small  furry  animals  peered  at  us 
from  around  corners  and  behind  bushes,  their 
eyes  shining  in  the  distance  like  miniature  head- 
lights. A  few  brave  little  foxes,  their  tails  waving 
like  plumes,  crossed  the  road,  and  one  venture- 
some fellow  ran  ahead  of  the  bus  for  several  hun- 
dred yards.  About  four  o'clock  in  the  morning 
the  bus  stop.jied  at  a  small  roadside  restaurant. 
While  the  other  passengers  went  in  for  a  cup  of 
coffee.  Sister  and  I  walked  along  the  highway 
(this  is  the  MacKenzie  Highway,  called  for  Alex- 
ander MacKenzie,  the  explorer).  The  moon  threw 
a  silvery  veil  over  everything  and  only  the  occa- 
sional bark  of  a  coyote  disturbed  the  deep  hush 
that  lies  like  a  pall  over  the  world  in  the  hours 
just  before  dawn. 


An  S.O.S.  makes  new  friends  at  Upper 
Hay  River. 


ArrivaJ 

After  a  15-miuute  stop  our  bus  started  again. 
At  4:40  a.m.  we  arrived  at  Upper  Hay.  The  bus 
driver  kindly  let  us  off  at  the  Hudson's  Bay  Post, 
which  is  directly  on  the  Highway,  although  not 
the  regular  bus  stop.  The  bus  went  on  its  way 
and  left  us  there — veritable  Babes  in  the  Woods. 
We  saw  nothing  to  indicate  a  settlement  of  any 
kind,  but  finally  found  a  path  through  the  trees 
which  we  followed  for  a  few  hundred  yards  be- 
fore seeing  any  sign  of  human  habitation.  We 
walked  along  and  presently  spied  Father  Jal  in 
the  distance  hurrying  to  meet  us,  all  apologies 
for  his  ignorance  of  the  new  bus  scliedule.  We 
went  to  Father's  "Rectory,"  a  poor  log  house  of 
two  rooms.  During  our  stay  we  lived  there  while 
Father  betook  himself  to  the  loft  over  the  church. 
It  was  then  only  5  a.m.,  so  Father  kindly  suggested 
that  we  receive  Holy  Communion  in  the  church, 
have  some  breakfast  and  sleep  for  a  few  hours. 
It  was  Sunday  and  IMass  would  not  be  until  10:30. 


MANY  LOSE  HEALTH  GETTING  WEALTH;  THEN  LOSE  WEALTH  GETTING  HEALTH. 
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so  we  took  Fatlior's  advice  and  gratefully  retired 
at  6  a.m.  At  9 :3()  we  were  broii<i'ht  back  to 
present  day  realities  by  the  loud  (very  loud) 
ringing  of  the  church  bell. 

Home  Visiting 

After  Mass  we  met  many  of  the  children  and 
a  feAV  of  the  adults.  We  had  dinner  and  then 
went  with  Father  Jal  to  visit  families.  In  the 
settlement  there  are  approximately  220  people, 
all  Indians  and  half  breeds,  excepting  the  teaclier, 
the  Hudson's  Bay  Co.  manager  and  their  families. 
During  the  next  few  days  we  visited  every  house 
and  tent  in  the  parish.  Upper  Hay  is  beautifully 
situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Hay  River  which 
runs  east  and  west  in  this  locality.  High  on 
the  south  bank,  overlooking  the  river,  are  the 
homes  of  the  half  breeds;  down  on  the  flat  on 
the  north  side  are  the  tents  of  the  Indians.  These 
are  Slavey  Indians  and  this  flat  by  the  river  is 
the  beginning  of  one  of  their  Reserves.  (They 
'have  several  reserves  in  this  part  of  the  North ). 
The  Slaveys  are  a  quiet,  docile  and  generally 
well-behaved  tribe.  In  the  Upper  Hay  all,  both 
Indians  and  half-breeds,  are  Catholics  and  have 
every  spiritual  advantage  the  devoted  Oblate 
Fathers  can  give  them.  Some  60  miles  southwest 
of  Upper  Hay  is  a  residential  school  for  the 
Slaveys,  opened  early  in  1951  by  the  Oblate  Fa- 
thers and  staffed  by  ten  Sisters  of  Providence. 
The  school  accommodates  approximately  100 
children.  In  the  upper  Hay  the  school,  also 
opened  in  1951,  is  a  day  school.  It  is  for  the 
Treaty  Indians  only,  so  the  dozen  or  more  half- 
breed  ehildreir  have  no  educational  facilities 
whatever. 

Canoe  Ride  Across  the  River 

After  Benediction,  which  is  at  3 :0'0  p.m.,  we 
went  down  to  the  river  and  embarked  in  Father's 
canoe  to  visit  the  tents  on  the  flats.  The  canoe 
seemed  very  small  and  light  to  hold  three  grown 
people,  but  Father  assured  us  it  was  perfectly 
safe — built  in  a  special  way  so  it  wouldn't  tip. 
"You  may  fall  out,"  quoth  he,  "but  the  canoe 
won't  tip."  Cold  comfort,  we  thought!  But  we 
were  very  obedient  when  told  how  to  sit,  so  there 
were  no  casualties  and  we  landed  safely  on  the 
other  bank  of  the  river.  We  visited  all  the 
tents  and  marvelled  at  the  life  these  Indians  live. 
They  are  utterly  unmindful  of  the  usages  of 
civilization;  time  means  nothing  to  them,  they 
don't  bother  with  such  things  as  clocks.  When 
hungry  they  eat,  when  sleepy  they  sleep,  and 
so  with  everything  else.  They  love  the  free  roving 
life  of  the  forest  and  cannot  be  tied  down  to  the 
responsibilities  of  the  white  man.  They  abso- 
lutely refuse  to  live  in  houses — all,  young  and 
old  alike,  prefer  the  smoky,  unsanitary  teepee, 


We  visited  one  woman  who  was  obviously  slowly 
dying  of  T.B.  She  preferred'  to  die  among  her 
own  people  rather  than  go  to  a  hospital.  In  the 
traditional  Indian  manner,  the  men  do  the  hunt- 
ing and  the  women  do  the  rest  of  such  work  as 
is  done. 

It's  a  Bear 

Later  in  the  week  we  visited  a  tent  where  the 
men  had  just  returned  from  a  successful  bear 
hunt.  The  women  were  scraping  the  pelt  and 
cutting  up  the  meat  while  the  men  idly  looked 
on.  Ribs,  steaks,  roasts  and  various  other  parts 
of  the  bear's  anatomy  were  disposed  about,  the 
tent,  hanging  on  poles  and  other  handy  places. 
We  were  offered  some  of  the  bear  meat,  but 
declined.  Later  on  we  had  some  delicious  moose 
meat  from  the  same  hunt. 

Where  They  Rest  in  Peace 

Upper  Hay  would  seem  to  be  a  good  place  to 
die — there  are  no  less  than  seven  graveyards, 
five  on  one  side  of  the  river  and  two  on  the 
other.  We  visited  one  of  them  which  is  about 
a  half  mile  from  Father's  house.  Built  over  each 
grave  is  a  little  house  with  a  cross  on  top.  The 
Indians  are  most  particular  about  building  these 
over  every  grave.  They  believe  that  once  it  is 
built  the  spirit  of  the  dead  person  will  be  at  rest, 
and  not  before.  At  times  there  are  placed  in 
these  little  houses  cans  of  lard  or  offerings  of 
tobacco — for  the  material  comfort  of  the  spirits, 
no  doubt !  These  harmless  beliefs,  relics  of  a 
bygone  paganism,  are  held  by  all  Indians. 

Teaching  Religion 

Our  catechism  classes  were  started  on  Mon- 
day morning,  one  class  in  the  church  and  one 
down  in  the  school.  Mr.  Gardiner,  the  teacher, 
was  most  kind  and  co-operative  towards  us  and 
helped  us  in  every  possible  way.  He  and  his  wife 
had  the  first  vegetable  and  flower  garden  ever 
seen  in  Upper  Hay  and  both  flowers  and  vege- 
tables were  a  daily  marvel  to  the  Indian  children. 


Requiescaiit  in  pJice. 


ALWAYS  DO  RIGHT.    THIS  WILL  GRATIFY  YOLR  FRIENDS  AND  ASTONISH  YOUR  ENEMIES. 


6 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


JANUARY,  1952 


We  were  given  many  good  things  to  eat  from 
that  garden  and  the  flowers  were  used  to  decorate 
the  church.  May  God  bless  the  donors,  who 
showed  such  kindness  and  hospitality  during  our 
stay  in  Upper  Hay. 

Sanctity  in  Practice 

Several  of  the  smaller  Slavey  children  did  not 
speak  nor  understand  any  English,  so  Father 
Jal  took  that  class  himself.  Father  has  been  in 
Upper  Hay  for  five  years,  having  come  to  this 
country  from  his  native  Belgium.  He  is  entirely 
devoted  to  his  Indians  and  speaks  their  language 
fluently.  His  whole  life,  day  and  night,  is  spent 
with  them  and  for  them,  and  they  have  a  child- 
like confidence  in  him.  For  more  than  a  hundred 
years  now  the  Oblate  Fathers  have  been  doing 
work  such  as  this  in  the  Far  North — their  very 
name  is  synonymous  with  devotion,  sacrifice  and 
hardship  of  every  description.  To  read  "Inuk" 
while  sitting  comfortably  at  home  is  a  pleasant 
enough  experience — to  live  it  is  something  far 
different.  It  is  the  theory  of  sanctity  reduced  to 
cold,  every-day  living. 

Veni,  Creator  Spiritus 

At  the  end  of  our  week  of  teaching  all  things 
were  ready  for  His  Excellency  Bishop  Routhier's 
arrival.  His  Excellency  came  by  car  on  Satur- 
day evening,  accompanied  by  two  priests.  On 
Sunday  morning  the  Bishop  celebrated  the  10  :30 
Mass  and  administered  Confirmation  in  the  after- 
noon at  3  o'clock.  It  was  indeed  a  great  day  in 
Upper  Hay — a  visit  from  the  Bishop  and  Con- 
firmation ceremonies  for  the  first  time.  Besides 
the  children,  many  adults  were  confirmed.  During 
the  questioning  of  the  children  before  Confirma- 
tion, Father  Jal  acted  as  interpreter,  translating 
the  Bishop's  questions  for  the  children  and  the 
children's  answers  for  the  Bishop.  The  cere- 
monies ended  with  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  the  children  singing  hymns  in  Latin, 
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English  and  Slavey.  The  teaching  of  these  hymns 
represents  many,  many  hours  of  patient  work  by 
Father  Jal  and  the  results  are  very  worthwhile 
— the  children  love  to  sing  and  do  it  beautifully. 

The  Bishop,  during  his  short  stay,  visited  many 
of  the  families  in  Upper  Hay  and  the  school.  To 
get  to  the  school  a  creek  which  flows  into  the 
river  must  be  crossed.  There  is  no  bridge,  only 
a  boat  and  a  rope  stretched  from  bank  to  bank. 
Even  the  Bishop  had  to  cross  by  this  home-made 
ferry. 

Pop  Call  at  Fort  Vermillion 

His  Excellency  kindly  offered  to  bring  us  back 
to  Peace  River  in  his  ear,  so  we  all  left  Upper 
Hay  on  Sunday  at  5  :30  p.m.  On  our  way  back 
we  stopped  overnight  at  Fort  Vermillion  where 
there  is  a  Residential  Indian  school  with  the 
Oblates  in  charge  and  staffed  by  Sisters  of  Provi- 
dence. There  is  also  a  beautiful  little  hospital 
and  two  resident  doctors. 

Paddle  Prairie,  Too! 

After  visiting  the  school  and  hospital  the  next 
day  we  left  Fort  Vermillion  in  the  afternoon.  We 
stopped  at  Paddle  Prairie  to  see  our  good  friend, 
Father  Jean,  O.M.L,  who  cordially  invited  us  to 
have  supper.  So  the  Sistei's  prepared  the  supper 
and  then  there  was  much  holy  rivalry  as  to  who 
should  do  the  dishes.  Finally,  the  Bishop  had  his 
way  and  washed  every  dish  and  pot  and  pan  in 
sight  while  the  Sisters  dried  them. 

Home  Again! 

A  few  hours  more  of  driving  and  we  were  back 
again  in  Peace  River.  The  more  we  see  of  this 
vast  Northern  country  the  more  we  'realize  the 
truth  of  Our  Lord's  words:  "The  harvest  is  great, 
hut  the  labourei-s  are  few."  ]\lay  He,  Who  reads 
all  hearts,  inspire  many  of  our  young  Canadians 
to  devote  their  lives  to  the  missionary  work  so 
needed  in  this,  our  beloved  country. 

S.O.^.,  Peace  River. 
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Some  Things  to  Remember 

SISTER.  H.  and  I  were  scheduled  to  teach  at 
Wanham  the  second  week  of  July,  but  it 
rained  steadily  for  a  few  days  and  this  made 
the  roads  impassable.  So  we  waited  until  Sunday 
and  then  set  out  with  Father  P.,  to  traverse  the 
25  miles  to  Wanham.  It  is  hard  to  describe  how 
we  travelled  the  seven  miles  of  this  journey 
where  the  roads  are  under  construction.  The  car 
slid  from  side  to  side  and  occasionally  would  take 
a  quick  jump  into  the  ditch.  However,  we  made 
it  without  getting  stuck,  although  both  car  and 
driver  looked  in  need  of  a  rest. 

My  Trio 

Our  classes  were  small,  for  the  bad  weather 
made  it  impossible  for  those  who  live  at  a  dis- 
tance to  travel  over  the  bad  roads.  My  class  con- 
sisted of  three  little  ones,  aged  5,  6  and  7.  Paul 
was  more  interested  in  telling  me  about  his  horse 
Smacky  than  in  listening  to  anything  I  had  to 
say.  It  seems  he  could  catch  the  horse  and  his 
father  could  not,  and  "catching  Smacky"  served 
as  an  excuse  when  he  came  late  or  did  not  come  at 
all.  One  evening  at  home  Paul  was  playing  with 
his  brother  Jim,  who  is  five.  When  Jim  annoyed 
him  too  much  Paul  turned  on  the  little  fellow  and 
said:  "Jim,  do  you  want  to  go  to  Purgatory?" 
"Yes,"  replied  Jim,  with  a  beatific  smile  of  antici- 
pation, "but  wait  until  I  get  my  bubble  gum." 

We  had  been  talking  about  Mary  being  our 
mother  in  heaven.  Aileen  wanted  to  know  if 
there  are  birthdays  in  heaven.  I  took  a  chance 
on  theological  exactness  and  said  "Yes."  The 
little  one  pondered  that  for  a  while  and  then  ob- 
served solemnly :  "I  guess  Mary  bakes  all  the 
cakes !" 

Stuck 

As  there  were  so  few  children  Father  decided 
we  would  stay  only  a  week  in  Wanham  and 
go  on  to  Woking.  After  Benediction  on  Sun- 
day Sister  and  I  set  out  in  the  car  for  Woking 
to  let  the  children  there  know  we  would  be 
teaching  catechism  the  next  day.  We  picked 
up  two  girls  who  knew  the  way  and  they  ad- 
vised us  to  take  a  short  cut  to  save  ten  miles. 
We  had  to  pass  through  the  river  (and  it  was  not 
the  Peace  River,  either!).  The  girls  told  us  to 
drive  slowly  so  that  the  water  would  not  splash 
too  much.  We  did  go  very  slowly  and  all  seemed 
to  be  well  although  the  wheels  were  under  water. 
Then  suddenly  the  ear  took  a  jump,  landed  in  the 
middle  of  the  river  and  stopped  dead.  I  don't 
know  Avhether  it  was  Sister  or  the  car  who  was  in 
such  a  hurry  to  cross !  After  some  minutes  we 
got  started  and  made  the  remainder  of  the  cross- 
ing without  further  accident. 


In  Search  of  Mary 

But  there  were  more  exciting  things  in  store 
for  us  that  evening.  We  turned  off  the  highway 
onto  the  road  that  led  to  Mary's  house  (Mary  was 
one  of  the  girls  who  was  supposed  to  attend  cate- 
chism next  day).  We  tried  to  cross  a  ditch  into 
a  field  and  the  car  went  down  to  its  axles.  On 
opening  the  door  to  climb  out  we  found  before  us 
lots  of  grass^ — but  more  water !  But  we  could  not 
continue  sitting  there,  so  made  our  way  as  best 
we  could  to  the  house.  Mary  was  not  at  home 
and  her  mother  and  father  could  not  speak 
English.  The  girls  we  had  brought  along  acted 
as  interpreters  and  explained  why  we  were  there 
and  the  trouble  we  were  in  with  our  car.  By  the 
looks  and  gestures  of  the  old  coviple  we  feared 
we  would  be  there  till  morning.  They  had  a 
tractor,  but  the  man  could  not  drive  it.  lie  could 
not  find  the  light  and  was  afraid  to  start  the 
vehicle  in  the  garage  lest  he  go  ahead  instead  of 
backwards.  In  desperation  we  pushed  it  out  of 
the  garage.  When  the  man  did  get  going  he  went 
like  the  wind  and  did  not  know  how  to  slow  up. 
When  we  caught  up  with  him  Sister  showed  him 
how  to  attach  our  car  by  a  chain.  Just  then 
Mary  arrived.  Were  we  happy?  Mary  got  into 
the  tractor  and  had  us  out  in  no  time.  We  said 
"Good-night"  and  started  for  home  as  it  was  get- 
ting late. 

All  went  well  until  we  came  to  two  roads. 
Which  should  we  take?  After  a  moment  or  two 
of  discussion  we  decided  on  the  dry  one — at  least 
the  one  that  looked  dry.  But  looks  are  deceiving 
and  in  a  short  while,  down  we  went  in  the  mud. 
As  only  the  front  wheels  were  stuck  we  got  out 
and  pushed;  we  pushed  and  we  pushed,  but  the 
wheels  wouldn't  budge.  In  the  distance  we  could 
see  the  little  light  on  the  tractor.  But  by  the  time 
we  could  walk  back  they  would  all  be  in  bed. 
Honk !  Honk !  again  and  again,  but  no  response. 
Then  the  girls  said  they  would  call  and  they  both 
shouted  together— M  A  R  Y !  After  a  few  seconds 
came  the  answer:  "What  is  the  matter?"  "We  are 
stuck !"  "O.K.  I  am  coming."  She  came,  pulled 
us  out  and  set  us  on  the  right  road.  In  the  end 
Mary  was  too  busy  harvesting  to  attend  catechism 
class ! 

What  Other  Answer 

Sister  II.  went  to  Fox  Creek  for  a  few  days  to 
prepare  the  children  for  Confirmation.  The  time 
was  so  short  she  was  afraid  they  could  not  be 
taught  to  address  the  Bishop  as  "Your  Excel- 
lencj^"  so  decided  to  have  them  say  "My  Lord" 
instead.  After  instructing  them  carefully  on 
this  point.  Sister  said  they  were  to  make  believe 
she  was  the  Bishop — and  asked  them  a  question. 
Promptly  came  the  answer :  "Yes,  my  God !" 

S.O.S.  Rycroft. 
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MEMORIES 

AUTUMN  has  come  again!  As  I  leisurely 
stroll  down  the  path  with  the  coloured  leaves 
falling'  now  gently,  now  swirling  in  little 
eddies  as  gusts  of  wind  catch  them  up,  my  thoughts 
go  back  to  the  delightful  days  of  vacation  schools. 
Oh,  yes,  the  work  is  strenuous,  but  is  not  man 
"born  to  labour?"  And  has  not  God's  blessing 
given  us  satisfaction  in  work  done  to  the  best  of 
our  ability?  Hence  religious  vacation  schools 
leave  many  pleasant  memories. 

Who  wouldn't  humbly  thank  God  for  the  privi- 
lege of  in.strueting  His  little  ones !  They  steal  into 
one's  heart  with  their  eager  absorption  of  God's 
Living  Truths.  How  it  thrills  us  to  note  their  lov- 
ing attention  to  the  sweet  story  of  Christma-s  and 
their  fascination  at  Christ's  wonderful  deeds,  such 
as  the  stilling  of  the  storm,  the  raising  of  Lazarus, 
the  feeding  of  Five  Thousand  with  two  fishes  and 
five  loaves,  their  utter  heartfelt  sorrow  in  His 
Pa'ssion  and  Death.    It  is  truly  a  spiritual  rebirth 
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to  be  with  them.  As  we  go  to  each  new  group,  all 
so  different,  yet  basically  the  same,  the  realization 
grows  of  the  wonderful  power  of  Baptism.  The 
seed  of  Faith  is  there  and  sprouts  so  willingly 
when  the  Truths  of  God  are  explained. 

With  a  fervent  plea  to  Our  Lady  for  a  share  in 
her  sweet  patience,  we  strive  to  keep  thirty-eight 
squirming  five-to-ten  year  olds  interested  in  such 
fundamentak  as  the  Unity  and  Trinity  of  God! 
That  hurdle  surmounted  we  plunge  with  relief 
into  the  Life  of  Christ — that  real  coming  to  life  of 
the  catechism.  The  lively  imaginations  of  the 
children  and  their  every-day  talk  comes  out  as  they 
retell  the  storj^  depicted  on  the  chai'ts.  "That's 
Jesus,  and  the  mothers  are  bringing  the  KIDS  to 
Him;"  "There's  Jesus  stopping  the  storm,  and  if 
He  didn't— Good-bye ! "  And  then:  "How  do  you 
suppose  Adam  and  Eve  felt  when  God  sent  them 
from  that  beautiful  garden?"  After  much 
serious  thought  one  little  miss  evidently  expressed 
the  feelings  of  all :  "  Well,  I  guess  they  just  felt 
like  swearing."  Then  that  complete  feeling  of 
inadequacy  on  our  part  when  in  answer  to  the 
question:  "Whom  did  God  send  from  Heaven  to 
teach  people  how  to  get  there?"  comes  the  artless 
and  perfectly  sincere  reply :  ' '  The  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice." 

But  it  is  not  all  in  the  realm  of  the  .spirit.  Dry, 
matter-of-fact  daily  living  comes  into  focus  when 
Johnny  and  companions  break  the  rectory  window. 
What  abject  misery  and  guilty  feelings  express 
themselves  on  young  faces!  Well— "yes,  they 
were  throwing  stones — small  ones."  Nevertheless 
the  deed  is  done.  After  a  big  sigh  from  all  con- 
cerned we  think  with  relief  that  Father  is  away. 
Really,  he  isn't  a  bear,  BUT  "How  many  times 
have  I  told  you  not  to  throw  stones  ? ' '  still  rings  in 
small  ears.  A  murmured  "Thank  God"  for  the 
absence  is  followed  by  a  lecture  on  the  evils  of 
damaging  the  property  of  others.  Throwing  stones 
.seems  to  be  as  luitui-al  for  boys  as  tearing  trousers. 
Restitution  then  is  in  order.  The  culprits  produce 
pocket  money  (it  seems  to  be  lavish  in  the  U.S.), 
and  with  a  prayer  to  St.  Joseph,  patron  of  car- 
penters. Sisters  and  boys  proceed  downtown.  The 
cut-to-size  glass,  the  putty  and  necessary  tools  are 
procured.  Then  follows  a  very  concrete  lesson  for 
all  as  the  sweat  drops  appear  on  hot  Soreheads  and 
tongues  work  nervously  ai'ound  dry  lips.  Finally 
payment  has  b(H'n  inade  in  full  and  with  a  fervent 
"Thanks  be  to  God'"  routine  cla.sses  begin  again. 

First  Communion  Day !  And  actually  one  re- 
lives again  the  thrill  and  expectancy  of  God's 
little  ones.  With  grateful  hearts  \ve  thank  Him  for 
the  privilege  of  being  His  instruments  in  their  pre- 


HE  WHO  HKSITATES  IS  BOSSED. 


JANUARY,  1952 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


9 


A  I'aiise  tor  Refreshment. 


paration  to  receive  Him.  We  return  to  the  hidden 
labours  of  our  Nazareth  home.  Here  the  cate- 
chism lessons  are  mailed,  corrected  and  remailed 
a5i:ain  and  again  to  these  same  little  ones.  There 
is  na  fanfare  or  blowing  of  trumpets  in  Religious 
CorWspondenee  Work,  but  its  joy  and  crown  are 
His  words  :  "What  you  have  done  to  these  my  little 
ones,  you  have  done  to  Me." 

Golden  Jubilee 

On  July  2nd  we  helped  in  the  celebration  of  the 
Golden  Jubilee  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Churcli  at 
Crary,  N.D.  A  few  months  ahead  of  time  the 
pastor,  Father  Clement,  asked  if  we  would  train 
the  children  to  sing  the  Jubilee  Mass.  After 
three  weeks  of  intensive  preparation,  beginning 
from  scratch,  we  succeeded  in  teaching  them  the 
Mass  of  the  Angels,  plus  the  trimmings — re- 
sponses, offertory  hymn,  processional  and  re- 
cessional. The  young  people  responded  well  and 
deserve  commendation  for  their  interest  and  co- 
operation. 

We  believe  the  following  extracts  from  the 
Crary  Diocese  Jubilee  Booklet  will  be  of  interest 
to  the  friends  of  our  missions : 

"Sister  Murphy  and  Sister  MacMillan  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  from  Fargo  have  spent  many 
hours  training  the  young  choirs  of  Sacred  Heart 
and  St.  Benedict's  to  sing  the  Gregorian  Chant, 
and  these  two  groups  combined  to  render  the 
Golden  Jubilee  Mass.  A  special  word  of  praise 
is  due  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  also  for  the  way 
they  have  carried  on  the  vacation  school  work  in 
tho  parisli  the  past  seven  summers  and  continued 
it  by  correspondence  during  the  school  years." 


NEWS  FROM  ANOTHER  FARGO  CATECHIST 

If  you  are  a  radio  tourist  you  can  travel  the 
radio  waves  in  an  instant  to  all  parts  of  the  globe 
—and  such  might  be  the  dream  of  every  S.O.S. 

IT  IS  A  WEARY  WORLD,  RUT 


catechist  as  she  starts  out  in  the  early  summer 
to  teach  in  the  religious  vacation  schools — eager  to 
reach  more  and  more  little  ones  that  they  may 
be  brought  to  Christ.  Not  in  an  instant  but  over 
p,  period  of  several  months,  hundreds  of  miles  were 
toured  —  from  the  larger  towns  to  the  many  rural 
places — yes,  even  to  isolation  itself  in  the  diocese 
of  Fargo. 

The  night  of- June  10th  found  the  S.O.S.  in  one 
of  these  far  forsaken  places.  Not  a  store — not  a 
postoff ice— not  a  home — not  even  one  building  in 
the  community  except  the  church,  the  old  and 
new  rectory.  Apart  from  that,  only  the  rolling 
))rairie  was  before  our  eyes  dotted  with  a  few 
farm  buildings  here  and  there.  If  the  morning.s 
and  evenings  were  quiet  and  peaceful  with  the 
stillness  of  the  surroundings — the  days  were  filled 
with  chatter  and  laughter — for  in  this  center  the 
clas'.  enrollment  was  seventy-five  pupils  whose 
parents  are  of  Russian-German  origin.  Each  morn- 
ing the  entire  group  was  at  Holy  Mass  and  a  goodly 
number  received  Holy  Communion.  Classes  closed 
in  the  afternoon  with  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  then  the  children  departed,  some 
with  their  parents  in  cars ;  others  alone  with  horses 
and  wagons. 

On  First  Communion  Sunday  eight  little  ones 
received  Jesiis  for  the  first  time,  with  their  parents 
and  god-parents  by  their  side  in  the  sanctuary.  It 
is  a  beautiful  and  inspiring  citstom— a  privilege 
and  an  honor  which  the  parents  and  the  sponsors 
eagerly  await.  No  beautiful  flowers  adorned  the 
altar  for  the  occasion  —  only  the  simple  wild  roses 
which  grow  in  abundance  on  the  prairies  and 
which  were  in  accordance  with  the  natural  whole- 
some life  of  the  people. 

Tho  old  adage,  "Variety  is  the  spice  of  life" 
aptly  applies  to  every  S.O.S.  teaching  catechism 
in  the  summer  vacation  schools,  for  there  is  never 
a  dull  moment.  Besides  teaching  catechism,  pre- 
paring the  choir,  conducting  discussion  clubs  for 
the  young  people,  there  was  also  jeep-calling  after 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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WHAT  a  glorious  summer  day  it  was  as 
Sister  Kelly  and  I  started  off  from  our 
Halifax  mission  via  Kentvilie  for  Medford 
Beat'h.  As  we  sped  through  the  beautiful  Anna- 
polis Valley,  it  seemed  as  if  heaven  and  earth 
had  touched.  AVe  chatted  and  re-made  our  pro- 
gram for  the  coming  month  of  July.  Yes,  God 
willing,  we  would  have  all  the  highlights  of  the 
past  year,  plus  many  new  ones. 

We  had  many  prizes,  thanks  to  kind  friends. 
Also  a  huge  box  of  costumes  for  juasquerades, 
stacks  of  song  sheets,  little  plays  and  a  good 
supply  of  records.  Sister  had  her  mouth  organ, 
— and  wouldn't  the  children  be  delighted  when 
they  spied  the  big  corn  popper,  with  tins  and  tins 
of  pop  corn ! 

We  were  thrilled  with  high  adventure  as  the 
train  pulled  into  KeJitville.  Rev.  J.  H.  Durney, 
parish  priest  and  the  founder  of  St.  Joseph's 
Camp,  welcomed  us  at  the  station.  Father  Durney 
is  one  of  the  most  enthusiastic,  energetic  and  self- 
sacrificing  persons  we  have  ever  met,  and  St. 
Joseph's  Camp,  now  six  years  in  existence  is  his 
number  one  hobby. 

Where  is  St.  Joseph's  Camp?  At  Medford 
§eaeh,  about  fourteen  miles  outside  of  Kentvilie, 
N.S.  The  camp  consists  of  a  spacious  frame  build- 
ing, white  with  green  trim.  The  name  ''St.  Jo- 
seph's Camp"  in  bright  red  lettering  can  be  seen 
for  miles  around. 

There  are  sleeping  accommodations  for  forty 


campers,  bathrooms  with  running  water,  an  airy 
and  cheerful  recreation  hal'l  with  an  open  fire- 
place which  is  also  used  as  a  dining  room.  A 
lovely  chapel,  a  larg€  modern  ktichen,  a  telephone, 
electric  lights  and  an  electric  walk-in  refrigerator. 
What  more  could  one  wish  for  ?  All  that  and  six 
acres  of  grounds.  This  ideal  set-up  is  a  ston-e's 
throw  from  Minas  basin.  (Minas  basin  flows  into 
the  Bay  of  Fundy,  and  then  into  the  great  At- 
lantic ocean). 

We,  the  Sisters  of  Service,  were  in  charge  of 
the  girls  camp.  Lovely  youngsters  all,  each  child 
nicer,  if  possible  than  the  last.  They  came  from 
the  homes  of  the  rich  and  the  poor  and  the  middle 
classes.  The  first  group  of  forty  children  ranged 
in  age  from  six  to  eleven  years,  and  had  a  real, 
lively  enjoyable  holiday.  The  next  group,  were 
from  twelve  to  seventeen  years  of  age,  and  they 
remained  until  the  end  of  the  month.  % 

"Never  a  dull  moment"  Avas  an  oft  repeated 
phrase  at  the  camp.  The  day  started  with  Mass 
and  Holy  Communion.  Rev.  Father  Durney  or 
one  of  his  zealous  assistants.  Rev.  Father  Thibeau 
or  Father  DeLouchry  motoring  out  from  Kent- 
vilie for  Mass  at  7  :30  standard  time.  Then  break- 
fast, and  a  cheerful,  chatty  time  it  was. 

Each  day  there  was  a  varied  program  of  activ- 
ities, depending  on  the  tide ;  there  was  swimming 
at  Iteast  once  a  day,  and  sometimes  twice.  While 
at  the  camp  twenty  girls  practiced  for  and  re- 
ceived their  junior  swimming  certificates.  There 
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was  baseball,  Softball  and  frames  of  all  kinds. 
Picnics,  hikes,  treasure  hunts,  berry  picking, 
clam  digging  and  religious  quizzes.  Then  in  the 
evening,  we  had  marshmallow  and  weiner  roasts 
with  an  endless  list  of  camp  fire  songs,  improvised 
concerts,  plays,  masquerad'C  parties,  taffy  pulis, 
pop  corn  roasts,  with  movie  pictures  at  the  camp 
every  Friday  evening.  Each  day  ended  with  the 
rosary,  hynuis  in  honor  of  our  Blessed  Mother, 
and  then  to  bed. 

The  feast  of  St.  Anne,  July  26th  was  one  of 
those  never-to-be-forgotten  days.  We  engaged  a 
large  motor  bus,  and  like  Moses  went  up  on  high. 
We  left  camp  at  ten  a.m.  motoring  to  the  top  of 
North  Mountain  and  to  the  Look-off.  The  scenery 
there,  and  enronte,  beggars  description.  The 
beautiful  hills  and  dales  we  will  never  forget. 
From  the  look-off  one  can  see  five  counties  spread- 
ing below,  Hants,  Kings,  Cumberland,  Colchester 
and  Annapolis.  Here  we  unloaded  our  picnic 
paraphernalia,  said  goodbye  to  our  driver  and 
the  bus.  We  had  made  it,  thank  God,  and  were 
safely  on  top  of  the  Mountain. 

The  park  tables  were  hurriedly  set,  aiul  a 
hearty  picnic  hinch  was  thoroughly  enjoyed.  AVe 
then  went  sight  seeing,  had  a  game  of  ball  and 
afterwards  explored  the  woods.  Promptly  at 
three  o'clock  roll  call  was  taken  and  we  started 
to  hike  for  home.  With  a  will  we  swung  out 
onto  the  main  highway  marching  to  the  tunes  of 
the  latest  song  hits,  and  hymns  to  Our  Lady. 
What  beautiful  voices  these  Nova  Scotians  have ! 
Soon  we  left  the  highway,  following  an  old  trail 
down  the  side  of  Hubbard's  mountain.  The 
overhanging  trees  and  shrubs  shaded  us  from  the 
July  sun.  We  stopped  often  to  rest,  and  enjoy 
the  beauty  of  our  surroundings.  With  each  stop, 
candy,  fruit,  or  sandwiches  was  the  order  of  the 


On  the  Way  Home  from  a  Hike. 

day.  Down,  down  and  around  the  side  of  the 
mountain  we  went,  then  crossed  a  bridge  over  a 
dyke,  and  were  on  the  outskirts  of  the  pretty 
little  village  of  Pereaux.  After  our  final  rest 
in  front  of  the  cemtery  we  hiked  to  our  former 
picnic  grounds,  the  Pereaux  school.  Here  we 
finished  our  picnic  lunch,  played  games,  told 
amusing  stories  until  the  bus  called  for  us,  motor- 
ing us  over  the  last  lap  of  our  journey,  three  and 
a  half  miles  to  home. 

As  w^e  sped  over  the  country  roads  rich  with 
the  scent  of  new  mown  hay,  the  girls  sang  and 
waved  gaily  to  the  residents  and  passersby.  As  we 
neared  the  camp,  at  eight  o'clock,  one  and  all 
sang  merrily  "When  you  come  to  the  end  of  a 
perfect  day." 

But  was  it  the  end?  Not  at  all!  No  sooner 
had  we  reached  home  than  a  general  chorus  went 
up.  "Sister,  this  is  Thursday."  "Last  week  you 
said  we  could  have  a  birthday  party  at  the  beach 
tonight."  "Sister,  we  have  the  green  twigs  skin- 
ned for  the  marshmallows."  "Sister  we  have  the 
wood  for  the  fire  prepared."    "Sister,  last  week 

you  said  "    No,  we  couldn't  break  faith 

with  these  children.  Many  of  them  had  never 
seen  sisters,  until  the  previous  summer  at  the 
camp.  So  Doris  had  her  birthday  party  at  the 
beach ! 

The  closing  days  at  the  camp  arrived.  Addresses 
were  exchanged,  autographs  written,  prizes  to  the 
best  cami)ers  awarded.  Ou  this  last  night,  as  we 
gathered  around  the  last  camp  fire  our  hearts 
were  overflowing  with  gratitude.  Gratitude  to 
(irod  and  the  Holy  Family  for  their  loving  pro- 
tection. (Jratitude  to  Rev.  Father  Durney  aiul  his 
co-workers  for  making  possible  St.  -Joseph's  Camp. 
May  the  sunimei-  of  nineteen  fifty-one  be  a  happy 
forerumier  of  camping  years  to  come. 
Having  Fun  on  Medford  lieiuli.  S.O.S.,  Halifax. 

WOMEN  HAVE  A  KEEN  SENSE  OF  HUlVIOUR.  THE  MORE  YOU  HUMOUR  THEM  THE  BETTER  THEY 

LIKE  IT. 
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Picnic  for  the  Little  Ones 

TOWARDS  the  end  of  May  Sister  decided  to 
give  the  junior  group  and  the  First  Com- 
municants a  picnic.  Father  had  offered  to 
take  the  children  out  of  town  if  they  would  name 
the  place,  but  to  Sister's  surprise  they  chose  the 
hospital  grounds.  At  the  appointed  time  they 
arrived  in  full  force.  In  a  few  minutes  the 
games  and  races  were  started  and  after  prizes  had 
been  distributed  they  enjoyed  roasting  weiners  on 
the  end  of  a  stick.  Ice  cream  cones  completed 
the  weiner  roast  and  the  children  went  home  well 
satisfied. 

Vacation  School  Under  Difficulties 

The  rainy  weather  mentioned  in  the  last  "Edson 
Edits"  continued  well  into  July  and  this  nearly 
crippled  the  catechism  work  in  the  surrounding 
districts.  The  first  Sunday  Father  and  two 
Sisters  started  out  and  they  managed,  with  the 
help  of  a  few  prayers,  to  reach  their  destination 
at  11.30  a.m.  The  people  were  at  the  church 
waiting  patiently.  After  Father  had  celebrated 
Mass  the  respective  families  who  were  going  to 
accommodate  the  Sisters  for  the  week  took  them 
to  their  homes.  The  children  attended  the 
catechism  classes  very  well  considering  the  mud 
and  rain  they  had  to  go  through.  The  big  disap- 
pointment was  that  they  were  unable  to  make 
their  First  Communion  on  account  of  the  bad 
roads. 

First  Communion  in  Edson  Church 

After  two  unsuccessful  attempts  due  to  pre- 
vailing weather  conditions,  Sister  G.  started  again 
to  teach  catechism.  The  sun  was  shining,  so  it 
seemed  a  promising  week  was  ahead.  Although 
it  rained  the  first  part  of  the  week  twelve  pupils 
attended  daily.  The  children  showed  great  in- 
terest in  learning  more  about  their  religion  and 
wished  they  could  have  another  week  of  cate- 
chism. 

On  aceoiuit  of  the  long  distance  from  the 
country  church  it  was  decided  that  First  Com- 
munion would  take  place  in  Sacred  Heart  Church, 
Edson  and  Sister  asked  the  children  to  say  thi'ee 
Hail  Marys  daily  for  fine  weather  on  Communion 
Sunday.  On  Saturday  all  gathered  in  the  church. 
Father  gave  a  little  talk  and  questioned  the  First 
Communicants.  The  children  then  had  their  first 
opportunity  of  witnessing  a  wedding  ceremony. 
After  the  wedding  confessions  were  heard  and  the 
children  returned  home,  hoping  for  fine  weather 


the  following  day.  They  were  rewarded.  Sunday 
was  the  most  beautiful  day  in  the  whole  of  July. 
Children  and  parents  arrived  in  good  time,  and 
entered  the  church  in  procession,  the  five  First 
Communicants  leading.  The  altar  had  been  taste- 
fully decorated  and  a  number  of  pews  were 
marked  off  with  flowers  and  ribbons  for  the  oc- 
casion. After  Mass,  Father,  parents  and  children 
came  to  the  hospital  grounds  for  a  picnic  break- 
fast. At  11  a.m.  all  went  to  the  chapel  where 
some  of  the  children  attended  Benediction  for  the 
first  time.  By  noon  all  were  on  their  way  home. 
Both  parents  and  children  said  it  was  a  morning 
they  will  never  forget. 

Our  New  Look 

At  last  they  arrived !  Do  they  ever  improve  the 
appearance  of  the  hospital  front  entrance?  Now 
you  are  wondering  what  THEY  are.  Well,  they 
are  the  new  iron  posts  with  a  large  bulb  on  one 
end  that  now  form  a  half-circular  one-way  drive 
around  the  front  of  the  hospital.  They  are  in- 
stalled in  cement  bases.  The  posts  themselves 
are  painted  black,  the  bulbs  white;  a  black  iron 
chain  joining  each  post  completes  the  fence. 

Berry-Picking 

When  Retreats  are  over  the  Sisters  usually 
start  out  on  berry-picking  expeditions,  but  this 
year  there  were  few  outings  as  the  promising  crop 
of  berries  was  nearly  all  frozen.  However,  one 
afternoon  in  July  several  of  the  Sisters  went  out 
into  the  country  to  a  favourite  field  to  pick  wild 
strawberries.  The  weather  looked  promising 
until  they  reached  the  field ;  then  the  clouds  be- 
gan to  form  and  very  soon  down  came  the  rain. 
An  old  barn  was  their  only  shelter.  The  big  prob- 
lem was  how  to  get  home.  The  highway  was 
two  miles  distant  and  the  road  would  be  all  mud, 
so  a  car  could  never  get  up  to  them.  While  pon- 
dering the  situation  they  were  surprised  to  hear 
the  sound  of  wagon  wheels.  A  neighbouring 
farmer  who  knew  the  Sisters  were  picking  berries 
had  come  to  take  them  the  two  miles  to  the  high- 
way. The  only  protection  from  the  now  steady 
rain  were  a  few  newspapers  and  the  large  straw 
hats  used  when  berry  picking.  While  the  horse 
slipped  and  slid  through  the  mud  the  Sisters  en- 
joyed themselves  laughing  at  the  sorry  appear- 
ance they  presented.  The  half  pail  of  straw- 
berries would  make  little  more  than  a  start  for  a 
shortcake,  but  no  one  was  sorry  she  had  gone,  as 
fresh  air  and  a  good  laugh  (^o  nobody  any 
barm. 
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Montreal  S.O.S.  Celebrate  Silver  Jubilee 


Retrospect 

PERHAPS  it  is  because  Montreal  is  :\rary's 
City  that  Catholic  Women  Relioious,  or  'other 
Marys'  have  played  such  an  important  part 
in  its  history.  Can  anyone  refute  the  important 
roles  that  Marguerite  Bourgeois  and  Mother 
(I'Youville  and  their  followers,  have  played  in  the 
building  up  of  Montreal,  and  are  still  playing 
until  this  present  day?  Montreal  is  today  the 
chief  financial,  commercial,  industrial  and  trans- 
portation centre  of  the  Dominion.  Situated  one 
thousand  miles  from  the  Sea,  it  is  the  largest 
inland  port  in  the  WORLD  and  the  second  largest 
port  in  America,  being  surpassed  only  by  New 
York. 

The  second  largest  port  in  America !  So  is  it  sur- 
prising that  with  this  immense  immigration  from 
all  countries  of  the  world,  there  is  plenty  of  work 
for  another  Community  of  Religious  Women  who 
can  meet  these  people;  understand  and  converse 
with  them  in  their  native  tongue;  assist  them  in 
establishing  themselves  in  the  New  World;  and 
provide  for  many  Catholic  girls  "A  Home  Away 
from  Home." 

Modern  Nuns  for  Modern  Problems 

As  each  decade  or  century  has  brought  new 
problems  to  our  growing  metropolis,  valiant  wo- 
men such  as  Mother  Bourgeois,  Mother  d'Youville, 
Jeanne  INIance  and  others,  have  undertaken  the 
work  at  hand,  helping  the  Indian  and  French 
settlers  establisli  homes;  looking  after  the  sick 
poor,  the  aged  and  the  orphaned.  So  after  the 
first  World  War  people  from  all  countries  flocked 
to  our  Country,  and  new  problems  arose.  To 
meet  these  our  Community  was  founded  in  Toron- 
to in  1922,  and  one  of  its  first  activities  was 
the  meeting  of  immigrant  boats  and  trains.. 

In  response  to  an  invitation  of  the  Archbishop 
of  Montreal,  at  the  instigation  of  Mrs.  J.  J.  Cof- 
fey, of  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  two  of  our 
Sisters  of  Service  arrived  in  Montreal  on  the 
29th  of  October,  1926 ;  and  took  charge  of  a 
Girls'  Hostel'  known  as  the  Loretta  Community 
House  which  was  then  located  at  450  Lagauche- 
tiere  St.  West.  At  a  meeting  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League  in  the  Windsor  Hotel  that  same 
day,  the  Sisters  of  Service,  the  first  Community 
of  English-speaking  Women  Religious  in  Mont- 
real, were  officially  welcomed  to  the  city  by  the 
Archbishop. 

These  past  twenty-five  years  have  brought 
many  changes  including  a  change  of  residence. 
The  necessity  for  this  move  to  larger  quarters  is 


just  one  proof  of  the  need  for  work  of  tliis  nature; 
so  we  felt  it  our  duty  to  celebrate  in  as  fitting  a 
manner  as  possible,  that  historv-make  date  in 
1926. 

Jubilee  Mass 

The  first  and  tiie  main  event  of  the  celebra- 
tions was  our  Jubilee  Mass  on  All  Saints  Day 
in  our  little  Chapel,  at  nine  o'clock,  Avith  Most 
Reverend.  L.  P.  Whelan,  D.D.,  celebrating  the 
Mass.  Our  Jubilee  Choir  rendered  beautiful 
music  during  the  Ma.ss,  including  an  Ave  Maris 
Stella,  with  the  musical  arrangement  by  Msgr. 
J.  E.  Ronan,  M.C.G.,  L.C.S.C.,  specially  dedicated 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Montreal,  for  this 
occasion.  Members  from  the  various  communities 
of  Sisters  in  IMontreal  were  guests  at  the  Mass. 
Bishop  Whelan  gave  a  very  touching  talk,  in 
which  he  said  that  he  took  a  selfish  pride 
in  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Montreal, 
as  he  has  been  associated  with  the  Sisters  here 
since  1928  when  he  was  a  young  professor  at  the 
Seminary  and  was  appointed  as  Chaplain.  He 
paid  tribute  to  all  the  Sisters  who  have  worked 
here  in  these  past  twenty-five  years,  remembering 
them  in  his  memento  for  the  living;  and  in  the 
memento  for  the  dead  he  remembered  two  of 
our  Sisters,  Sister  Egan,  who,  he  said,  was  a  holy 
and  very  sick  Superior;  and  Sister  Shostak.  who 
was  not  a  Superior,  but  was  a  SUPERIOR  woman. 
It  was  very  evident  from  His  Excellency's  re- 
marks that  these  years  have  procured  for  us,  a 
very  staunch  friend  among  the  Hierarchy  of 
Canada,  our  beloved  Honorary  Chaplain. 

Silver  Tea 

A  Silver  Tea  was  held  on  the  fourth,  in  the 
Reception  Rooms  which  were  decorated  in  silver 
and  blue.  In  the  receiving  line  with  Sister  Gen- 
eral and  Sister  Superior,  were  Mrs.  D.  J.  Byrne ; 
Mrs.  J.  J.  Coffey,  Past  National  President;  Miss 
Mai'sie  Cahill,  Immigration  Convener ;  Mrs.  Tor- 
rance, Diocesan  President ;  and  Miss  Muriel 
Buck,  Provincial  President.  The  S.O.S.  Conveners 
of  the  C.W.L.,  and  our  many  friends  exceeded  our 
expectations  in  their  response  to  our  request  for 
assistance  in  making  the  Tea  a  success.  Bishop 
Whelan  and  Bishop  Berry  were  among  the  guests 
present. 

Jubilee  Concert 

On  the  11th,  we  had  a  Jubilee  Concert  for  the 
entertainment  of  the  public ;  and  on  the  13th  we 
had  a  repeat  performance  when  our  Bishop  and 
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the  priests  of  the  City  were  our  honoured  guests. 
The  Jubilee  Choir  presented  a  Cantata  "The  Mis- 
sion Bell" ;  and  two  other  numbers  "Jubilate  Deo" 
and  Msgr.  Ronan's  arrangement  of  the  "Ave 
Maris  Stella";  Terry  Fisher  gave  a  humorous  mon- 
ologue;  Elsie  Dragaloski  sang  two  vocal  solos; 
and  the  SOSALITIES  amused  the  audience  with 
a  one-act  comedy. 

Jubilee  Dance 

For  the  younger  folks  we  sponsored  a  JTJBILEP] 
Dance  on  the  16th.  Andy  Douglas  and  his  five 
piece  Orchestra  were  in  charge  of  the  music.  The 
convenors  of  the  Dance  were  Kay  O^Connell, 
Cecile  Dupuis  and  Kay  Schubert ;  and  I  must  say 
that  they  are  deserving  of  high  praise  for  their 
very  generous,  spontaneous  and  zealous  convenor- 
ship. 


Our  girls  were  truly  "our  pride  and  our  joy" 
for  the  way  in  which  they  responded  so  generous- 
ly and  vigorously  to  our  many  calls  on  their  time 
during  these  past  few  weeks.  And  were  we  sur- 
prised when  we  were  invited  into  our  parlour 
to  be  presented  with  a  beautiful  Chest  of  Silver, 
a  gift  from  "Our  Girls"  ? 

Some  of  these  girls  were  met  at  the  Port  of 
Quebec  over  twenty-five  years  ago  by  our  Sisters ; 
some  helped  the  Sisters  when  we  moved  to  our 
present  abode;  and  some  are  of  a  later  generation 
just  recently  arrived  from  Britain,  Ireland,  Ger- 
many, Nova  Scotia,  Hungary,  British  Guinea, 
Australia,  'New  Brunswick,  Italy,  France,  Mexico, 
South  America,  New  Zealand,  Alberta,  Ontario, 
Vancouver,  P.E.I.,  and  Newfoundland !  And  all 
professing  One  Lord,  One  Faith,  One  Baptism,  in 
One  Holy  Catholic  Church! 


Scene  from  Nativity  Play,  Montreal  Clnb 
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WHAT  THE  PRINCESS  THINKS  OF  CANADA 

Princess  Elizabeth  and  her  handsome  husband, 
the  Duke  of  Edinburgh  have  come  and  gone.  They 
met  with  a  hearty  welcome  all  through  Canada. 
They  went  from  "Sea  to  Sea,"  and  everywhere 
they  were  received  with  open  arms  and  open 
hearts.  By  her  charming  manner  and  winning 
graciousness  the  Pvincess  captured  the  hearts  of 
all  Canadians. 

Returing  to  old  England  after  tliis  tiiumphant 
tour  through  Canada  and  to  Washington,  slie 
had  some  remarks  to  make  at  the  Guild  Hall 
dinner  given  in  her  honour  on  her  return  from 
Overseas.  Her  Royal  Highness  declared  that 
"our  visit  was  indeed  a  journey  of  great  happi- 
ness, for  we  were  received  in  Canada  and  in  the 
United  States  with  a  warmth  and  kindness  that 
has  moved  us  profoundlj-.  I  do  not  be'.ieve,"  she 
said,  "one  can  return  from  Canada  without  a  new 
sense  of  faith  in  the  progress  of  mankind,  for  none 
of  the  doubts  that  face  us  on  this  troubled  con- 
tinent hold  back  t'he  Canadians." 

The  Princess  spoke  of  her  great  pleasure  at 
being  back  in  England  but  felt  that  her  heart 
was  now  too  full  of  Canada  ...  a  country,  she 
said,  on  its  way  to  being  one  of  the  greatest  in 
the  world.  She  said  she  and  her  husband  would 
never  forget  the  hospitality  and  generosity  en- 
countered on  their  visit  to  Canada  and  the  United 
States.  She  wanted  the  people  of  Canada  to  know 
they  have  placed  in  our  hearts  a  love  for  their 
country  and  her  people  which  will  never  grow 
cold  and  which  will  always  draw  us  back  to  her 
shores. 

As  to  their  visit  to  Washington,  the  Princess 
had  these  very  appropriate  words  to  say:  "We 
passed  across  what  is  surely  one  of  the  miracles 
of  the  world  today — that  vast  four-thousand  mile 
frontier  without  a  single  gun  pointed  in  fear  on 
either  side." 

Proposing  the  Toast  to  the  Royal  couple,  Win- 
ston Churchill  had  this  to  say :  "There  are  no 
limits  to  the  majestic  future  which  lies  before  the 
mighty  expanse  of  Canada  with  its  virile  culture 
and  generous-hearted  people."  He  called  Canada 
"the  vital  link  in  the  English-speaking  world 
which  joins  across  t'he  Atlantic  Ocean  the  vast 
American  democracy  to  the  cities  of  our  famoiis 
Old  Island. 


ON  THE  NORTH  DAKOTA  PRAIRIES 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

classes  on  some  of  the  parishioners  whom  Father 
had  requested  U'S  to  visit.  Down  the  highways 
and  side  roads  we  went  and  as  for  directions — well 
we  did  have  a  few  lines  drawn  on  a  piece  of  paper 
—the  color  of  the  mail  box  was  a  guide  in  one 
instance  for  us  to  turn  off  the  road. 

A  glad  welcome  was  ours  wherever  we  called. 
Little  faces  peeped  through  the  windows;  the 
older  children  stood  shyly  at  the  door.  One  mother 
of  nine  children  showed  us  'her  home  to  which 
two  rooms  had  been  recently  added ;  she  had 
helped  her  hu'sband  with  some  of  the  work.  On 
entering  the  kitchen  one  glance  revealed  that 
things  were  in  a  bit  of  turmoil  but  in  one  corner 
was  a  brown  corrugated  box  and  when  one  peeped 
in  there  lay  the  sweetest  baby  dressed  in  white— 
the  family's  latest  arrival,  upon  which  everyone 
in  the  house  centered  their  attention. 

Summer  is  now  past  and  many  happy  memories 
of  events  and  acquaintances  made  are  ours.  In 
our  hearts  there  is  also  a  special  feeling  of  gratitude 
toward  ;  all  the  young  women  who  so  generously 
helped  us.  We  shall  keep  theiu  in  our  prayers 
and  if  God  is  calling  them  to  His  Service,  may 
they  receive  the  grace  to  answer  "yes"  to  His 
invitation. 


May  every  Christmas  joy  be  yours, 
And  may  the  New  Year,  too, 

Bring  everything  that  means  the  most 
To  those  you  love  and  you. 


WE  OAN  F3ASILY  KNDURE  ADVERSITY — ANOTHER  MAN'S,  I  MEAN 


16 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


JANUARY,  1952 


A  CHILD'S  PRAYER  AT  THE  CRIB 

0  sweet  Baby  Jesus 

How  cold  You  were  that  nifiht 
No  Santa  Glaus  came  near  You, 

No  candles  gave  You  light. 
If  1  were  there,  my  Jersus, 

I 'd  put  You  in  my  bed. 
And  wrajp  You  warm,  dear  Jesus, 

And  cover  up  Your  head. 
And  when  You  woke,  dear  Jesus, 

I'd  share  my  toys  with  You. 
And  when  the  tree  was  lighted, 

You'd  clap  Your  hands  and  coo. 

But  mamma  told  me,  Jesus, 

You  did  not  come  to  play ; 
For  God  the  Father  .sent  You 

To  take  our  sins  away. 
And  You  were  our  real  santa 

Who  gave  us  more  than  toys ; 
For  gates  of  Heaven  You  opened 

To  everlasting  joys. 
I'll  always  love  You,  Jesus, 

And  Mary  Mother,  too; 
And,  oh,  I  hope  in  Heaven 

She'll  let  me  play  with  You. 


A  SONG  OF  SNOW 

I  am  the  shining  whitening  snow 
That  fell  in  Bethlehem  years  ago. 

T  danced  before  my  Lady  sweet, 

In  sparkling  cascades  'neath  her  feet. 

I  draped  my  shades  of  eiderdown 
Fpon  the  hardness  of  that  town. 

A  feathery  'Screen  I -set  between 

LcAvd  probing  eyes:  my  burdened  Queen. 

I  paved  the  way  out  to  the  hills 
In  dancing,  sparkling,  silv'ry  rills. 

I  whirled  and  eddied,  came  and  went — 
Beckoned  Joseph,  worn  and  spent. 

I  laid  a  .spread  of  purest  white 
Upon  the  manger-bed  that  night. 

I  decked  the  ground  with  carpet  soft, 
Hung  spangled  cobwebs  from  the  loft. 

I  fashioned  for  the  Maid  a  room  — 
The  Babe  was  coming,  coming  soon. 

In  royal  robes  I  clad  the  men 
Tending  sheep  near  Bethlehem. 

I  whirled  and  capered,  flashed  and  sang 
When  loudly,  loudly  "Gloria"  rang. 

I  teased  the  shepherds  o'er  the  plain. 
Played  Hide-and-seek :  they  won  the  game. 

The  years  have  come  and  gone  since  then— 
Now  all  the  world's  my  Bethlehem, 

So  I  go  snowing,  scurrying,  light — 
For  oh !  'tis  Christmas,  Christmas  night, 

And  I'm  the  brightening,  whitening  snow 
That  fell  in  a  stable  years  ago. 

Sr.  M.'Dominie,  R.G.S. 


WORK  IS  THE  EASIEST  WAY  MAN  HAS  EVER  INVENTED  TO  ESCAPE  BOREDOM. 
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PRAYERS  FOR  THE  MISSIONS 


THE  EXTENSION  and  prosperity  of  the  mis- 
sion field  in  the  Church  depends  largely  on 
prayer.  The  conversion  of  souls  is  a  work  of 
grace  and  grace  comes  to  us  by  prayer  and  the 
sacraments.  This  work  is  supernatural  and  the 
means  we  make  use  of  for  its  success  must  be  also 
supernatural.  The  "Little  Flower"  was  never  her- 
self a  missionary;  but  because  she  loved  the  mis- 
sions so  well  and  served  them  so  steadfastly  in  the 
silence  of  her  cloister  she  has  been  named  by  the 
Church  the  missions'  official  patron  saint.  She 
promised  that  she  would  shower  down  from 
heaven  the  roses  of  her  prayers.  God  alone  knows 
how  powerful  those  prayers  have  been.  Never 
perhaps  has  the  church  witnessed  throughout  the 
world  such  missionary  activities  as  in  our  present 
day. 

Bishop  Fulton  Sheen,  who  now  heads  the  Pro- 
pagation of  the  Faith  in  the  LTnited  States,  was  so 
convinced  of  the  need  of  prayer  that  he  designed 
and  began  to  press  upon  the  public  his  World  Mis- 
sion Rosary  each  decade  of  which  is  made  of  dif- 
ferent colored  beads,  symbolic  of  one  of  the  five 
continents  for  whose  conversion  we  are  asked  to 
pray. 

To  pray  with  the  map  of  the  world  at  our  feet 
is  to  pray  for  the  conversion  of  pagans  and  fallen- 
away  Catholics.  This  is  a  Catholic  prayer. 
Catholic  means  universal.  In  the  church  there  is 
no  frontier  of  race  or  nationality.  All  men  are 
children  of  God  and  our  prayers  go  for  them  as 
such.  This  prayer  for  the  Catholic  Missions  is 
most  agreeable  to  God.  Through  it  we  associate 
ourselves  to  our  Blessed  Saviour  who  came  into 


our  flesh  to  save  "all  men".  "That  all  may  be  one" 
was  His  last  prayer  before  going  to  Calvary. 

Let  us  often  say  the  beads  for  the  Propagation 
of  our  holy  faith,  giving  a  decade  to  each  conti- 
nent, Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  America,  Australia. 
By  this  prayer  we  will  associate  ourselves  with  all 
those  missionaries  who  are  giving  their  lives  for 
the  establishment  of  the  Klingdom  of  God  on 
earth.  In  return  for  that  devotion,  may  we  not 
hope  that  we  will  share  with  our  triumphant 
Saviour  His  eternal  Kingdom  in  heaven.  To  be 
assured  of  this  should  give  us  courage  to  bear  up 
under  the  trials  of  life.  God  will  be  generous  to 
those  who  share  with  Him  the  work  of  salvation. 


USED  CLOTHING  WANTED 

Our  Sisters  in  Rycroft  are  badly  in  need  of 
clothing  for  distribution  among  the  poor  of  that 
district.  Any  outgrown,  partly-worn  articles  of 
clothing  would  be  gratefully  welcomed.  So  if 
you  would  like  to  help  our  Sisters  in  the  Far 
West  "clothe  the  naked,"  pack  up  your  used 
clothing  and  address  the  parcels  to  Sisters  of 
Service,  Rycroft,  Alberta.  ^ 


A  MAXIM  CONSISTS  OF  A  mNOfUM  OF  SOUNB  AND  A  MAXIMUM  OF  SENSE. 
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PATRIOTISM  STRESSED 
AT  COMMUNION  BREAKFAST 

JUSTICE  FABIO  MONET  GUEST  SPEAKER 


JUSTICE  and  Mrs.  Fabio  Monet  were  guests 
of  honor  recently  at  the  monthly  Communion 
breakfast  of  the  Rosary  Hall  Girls'  Club  in 
Ottawa.  In  his  preliminary  remarks  Mr.  Monet 
said  that  Canada  should  be  grateful  to  the 
Sisters  of  Service  for  the  immense  amount  of  good 
the  Sisters  are  doing  for  Canada.  He  praised  the 
efforts  of  the  individual  Sisters  and  the  amazing 
amount  of  work  being  accomplished  by  so  few 
Sisters  from  coast  to  coast.  Mr.  Monet  then  de- 
livered the  following  address  on  Patriotism : 

Two  little  French  boys  were  playing  together 
in  the  magnificent  gardens  of  Luxembourg  when 
suddenly  two  imposing  ladies  happened  one 
after  the  other,  to  cross  the  park  filled  with  the 
laughter  of  the  children.  The  first  lady  wore  ele- 
gantly designed,  gaudy  garments  in  a  very 
stately,  queen-like  way.  The  other  lady,  digni- 
fied in  gait  and  posture,  was  much  less  richly 
clad.  "I  like  the  first  lady  very  much !"  said  one 
■boy.— "I  prefer  the  other.",  said  the  second  boy. 
"Why?" — "You  see — she  is  my  mother". 

Christ  established  the  brotherhood  of  man,  but 
He  did  not  come  to  earth  to  destroy  His  own 
work;  He  wanted  us  to  love  our  fathers  and 
mothers  first,  then  to  love  our  families,  the 
country  where  in  His  bounty  He  gave  us  resting 
place,  a  passing  abode,  through  birth  and  birth- 
right. 

As  Roman  Catholics,  we  owe  allegiance  to 
Mother  Church,  to  her  doctrine,  and  to  the  great 
brotherhood  of  men  and  nations ;  but  we  owe  a 
special  tribute  of  love  to  that  great  lady,  Canada, 
marked  from  the  beginning  with  the  Sign  of  the 
Cross.  She  may  not  have  the  accomplishments  of 
other  nations,  nor  their  learning,  nor  their  gran- 
deur, but  she  is  our  mother,  the  one  that  gave  us 
life,  through  God,  and  we  must  give  her  our 
hearts,  our  minds,  our  souls,  our  lives. 

This  duty  towards  our  country  has  become  for 
us  all  a  special  sacred  and  binding  obligation. 
We  are  admitting  that,  in  theory;  let  us  see  how 
in  practice,  the  problem  may  be  examined  and 
solved  so  as  to  become  in  each  of  us  a  living,  ab- 
solute reality. 

In  the  Christian,  love  calls  for  sacrifice  but,  in 
turn  sacrifice  increases  love  and  then  sacrifice 
becomes  a  joy,  pleasure  and  a  reward.  Let  us 
apply  this  christian  theory  to  our  duty  as  patriots. 

USUALLY  SUCCESS  IS  NOT  SO  IVIUOH  A 


1.  A  patriot  must  love  his  country. 

2.  A  patriot  must  make  others  love  his  country. 

3.  A  patriot  must  defend  his  country. 

A  Patriot  Must  Love  His  Country. 

But  how  can  I  love  my  country,  if  I  do  not 
know  it?  How  can  I  love  it,  if  I  know  it  only 
fractionally?  How  can  I  love  it,  if  I  ignore  its 
past?  How  can  I  love  it,  if  I  am  not  aware  of  its 
potentialities?  Let  us,  therefore,  try  to  widen 
our  scope  of  vision,  and  find  out  how  we  can 
better  love  our  country. 

Our  country  is  gorgeous;  its  natural  beauties 
are  varied  and  wonderful.  Our  country  is  rich; 
its  natural  resources  are  most  extensive ;  they  are 
unique  and  practically  inexhaustible.  Our  coun- 
try is  free  and  peace-loving;  it  was  founded  on 
justice  and  honor,  through  inspired  democracy. 
Our  country,  though  young,  is  progressive  and 
intellectually  mature ;  both  artistically  and  scien- 
tifically, our  country  has  a  rich  heritage  of  cul- 
ture and  faith ;  it  believes  in  fair  play,  and  it  be- 
lieves in  God. 

If  we  know  all  this  and  have  confidence  in  our- 
selves, we  shall,  after  thanking  God  for  His 
beneficence,  start  loving  our  country  with  un- 
bounded love.  We  shall  study  the  history  of  this 
country,  admire  its  christian  background,  its 
bilingual  setup;  itt  high  calling  to  become  a 
model  of  tolerance,  and  quiet  and  love.  This  is 
"what  our  love  should  and  must  accomplish. 

A  Patriot  Must  Make  Others  Love  His  Country, 

It  is  my  duty  as  a  patriot  to  contribute,  by  my 
conduct,  to  make  my  fellow-men  love  this  land  of 
beauty  and  freedom.  This  duty  must  begin  at 
home  through  mutual  love  and  readiness  to  go  a 
little  farther  than  half-way  to  gain  the  goodwill 
and  affection  of  others.  So,  let  us  throw  down 
the  stone  wall  that  separates  the  classes  of  this 
country,  whether  these  classes  be  social,  racial,  re- 
ligious or  conventional  and  then,  like  children  of 
a  heavenly  Father,  let  us  start  building  bridges 
between  one  class  and  another.  If  we  have  more 
money,  or  talent,  or  knowledge  than  the  other 
man,  we  owe  that  surplus,  which  is  a  gift  of  God, 
to  our  less  favoured  brothers;  we  must  win  them 
over  by  caring  for  them. 

(Continued  on  Page  7) 

QUESTION  OF  ABILITY  AS  APPLICABILITY. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


RESTFUL  OCTAVE 

In  obedience  to  the  wise  regulation  of  Mother 
Church  that  every  religious  spend  a  certain  num- 
ber of  days  each  year  in  strict  silence  and  recol- 
lection, twenty-four  Sisters  of  Service  from  our 
houses  in  Toronto,  Montreal  and  Ottawa  as- 
sembled in  the  Novitiate  on  the  evening  of  Janu- 
ary 24th  ready  and  eager  to  dismiss  all  temporal 
worries  and  occupations  to  enter  upon  this  an- 
nual eight-day  period  of  spiritual  refreshment. 
By  7.30  all  prospective  retreatants  had  arrived, 
and  for  the  next  half-hour  the  house  was  brigh- 
tened with  pleasant  chat  and  merry  laughter  as 
Sisters  long  separated  on  different  missions  re- 
newed acquaintance  and  exchanged  reminiscences. 
Surely  nowhere  in  the  world  is  to  be  found  a 
gayer  or  more  lighthearted  group  of  people  than 
nuns  who  have  given  up  all  to  find  ALL. 

Ting-a-ling,-a-ling-a-ling  !  Eight  o'clock — and 
the  Convent  bell  sounded  the  signal  for  the  open- 
ing of  Retreat.  As  if  by  magic  every  voice  was 
hushed  and  all  made  their  way  in  silence  to  the 
chapel,  where  all  was  ready  for  Benediction  to  be 
given  by  Reverend  T.  Chidlow,  C.Ss.R.,  the  Re- 
treat Master.  In  the  opening  Conference  which 
followed.  Father  announced :  "It  is  good  for  us  to 
be  here,"  and  as  the  eight  days  of  soul-searching 
recollection  passed  peacefully  along,  each  privi- 
leged retreatant  felt  that  it  was  indeed  good  to 
be  there.  Father's  helpful  and  encouraging  con- 
ferences, combined  with  the  earnest  co-operation 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


of  each  sister,  made  the  Retreat  of  January,  1952 
an  occasion  to  be  remembered. 

Profession  Day  was  February  2nd.  At  6  a.m. 
Mass  was  celebrated  by  the  Retreat  Master  and 
at  nine  o'clock  the  Profession  Mass  was  sung  by 
Reverend  T.  Coffey,  C.Ss.R.,  assisted  by  Father 
Chidlow.  Reverend  6.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  was  in  the 
sanctuary.  At  the  end  of  Mass  Sister  Joan  Cof- 
fey (Toronto),  niece  of  the  celebrant,  pronounced 
her  first  vows  and  Avas  given  the  silver  cross  of 
profession  by  Reverend  Father  Daly. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  the  holy  habit  was  re- 
ceived from  the  hands  of  Father  Daly  by  Sister 
Margaret  Denis  (Detroit,  111.)  and  Sister  Cathe- 
rine Moriarity(  Berwick,  Ont.) 

Five  new  postulants  entered  on  January  21st, 
Feast  of  St.  Agnes. 


Sister  Moriarity,  Sister  Denis,      Sister  Coffey, 
New  Novices.  Newly-Professed. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


SPRING  COMES  TO  RYCROFT 


IT'S  SPRING!  The  first  green  blades  of  new 
grass  are  showing  through  last  year's  growth 
of  lawn,  the  creeks  and  ditches  are  filled  to 
overflowing  with  icy,  gurgling  water.  Three 
bright-eyed  boys  with  soap-polished  faces  met  me 
on  the  stairs  the  other  morning  with  the  wonder- 
ful news  that  they  had  just  seen  a  bluebird. 

The  coming  of  spring  works  a  change  at  St. 
Michael's ;  a  new  life  begins.  A  restlessness  and 
yearning  for  the  after-school  hours  takes  posses- 
sion of  j^outh  when,  in  high  rubber  boots,  young 
feet  will  tramp  and  run  through  fields  and  yards 
which  are  partly  covered  with  water  from  the 
newly  melted  snow.  In  our  adjoining  field  a  foot 
or  two  of  water  gives  scope  to  amateur  raft- 
makers  and  what  a  time  they  have !  The  more 
timid  little  girls  take  to  the  sidewalks  with  a 
piece  of  chalk  to  play  hopscotch.  The  marble 
season  comes  and  these  precious  little  spheres  are 
not  only  used  to  play  with  but  are  bartered  for 
anything  a  boy  has  set  his  heart  on.  Then  the 
Softball  and  bat  make  an  appearance  and  the 
sports-minded  lads  come  home  for  supper  so  tired 
that,  as  one  lad  put  it,  "I  was  so  tired.  Sister,  that 
I  was  falling  all  over  my  feet  by  the  end  of  the 
game !" 

Spring  brings  many  interesting  developments 
in  the  work  with  our  family  here — and  other  de- 
velopments which  are  not  quite  so  interesting !  I'd 
like  to  know  how  one  can  get  a  boy  with  rafting 
on  his  mind  to  consider  the  insignificant  fact  that 
there  is  a  possibility  he  might  have  a  little  of 
good  old  Mother  Earth  on  those  high  boots  he 
forgets  to  take  off  at  the  door ;  or  when  it  is  bed- 
time— how  to  persuade  sleepy  little  lads  and 
lasses  that  they  need  to  use  hot  water,  soap  and 
plenty  of  elbow  grease  to  remove  at  least  the  top 
layer  of  foreign  matter  gathered  during  their 
meanderings  on  that  day.  I  don't  think  there  is 
a  possible  solution  to  the  question  of  keeping 
clothes  clean  and  all  I  can  do  is  extend  sympathy 
to  the  laundresses.  One  little  boy  was  packing 
his  soiled  clothes  yesterday  under  my  guidance 
and  I  wondered  why  he  didn't  include  a  certain 
blue  shirt.  He  said,  "Ah,  Sister,  I  fell  in  the 
water  with  that  shirt  on  and  I'd  get  heck  if  my 
daddy  kncAv".  Remembering  my  own  dilemma 
when  I  was  his  age,  when  on  a  certain  Sunday 
afternoon  I  fell  into  a  creek  with  my  best  Sunday 
clothes  on,  I  could  only  agree  to  wash  it  and  mend 
it  for  him  this  time. 

One  Big  Family 

There  is  real  family  life  at  St.  Michael's.   It  is 
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That  "Springy"  Feeling. 


just  like  home  as  one  of  our  little  boys  said  lately. 
A  real  family  has  children  of  all  ages — so  have  we 
— and  it  is  very  interesting  to  watch  the  children 
learn  to  help  one  another  and  to  learn  to  live 
with  and  to  understand  one  another.  Large 
families  may  be  worrisome  at  times  but  they  are 
simply  wonderful.  We  have  sixteen  in  our  family 
and  I  wouldn't  trade  one  of  them  for  millions ! 

Practice  in  Pressing 

Tonight  one  of  our  olde/  members  wanted  to 
learn  to  press  his  Sunday  trousers,  so  after  much 
ado,  the  pressing  cloth  and  water  and  iron  were 
all  ready.  A  half  hour  of  fairly  patient  work 
ensued  and  certain  ripples  and  wrinkles  wouldn't 
come  out.  The  kitten  came  along  and  began  play- 
ing with  the  ironing  cord.  To  make  matters  worse, 
one  of  the  girls,  who  always  rubs  him  the  wrong 
way,  came  and  began  an  argument  as  to  whether 
there  were  four  bushels  in  a  peek  or  four  pecks  in 
a  bushel.  I  don't  know  whether  those  trousers 
will  be  able  to  be  worn  Sunday  or  not ! 

Masculine  Hair-Dos 

I  have  learned  a  good  deal  about  boys'  hair-dos 
since  coming  to  the  Dorm.  I  always  thought  a 
boy  just  went  and  "got  a  hair-cut"  and  that  was 
all  there  was  to  it.  Well,  I  was  old-fashioned. 
There  is  a  brush  cut,  a  crew  cut,  and  I  don't 
know  how  many  others.  The  best  discussion  on 
this  subject  which  I  have  heard  took  place  during 
the  nightly  scrubbing  of  necks  recently.  The  con- 
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versatioii  went  somewhat  like  this  (the  particip- 
ants having  difficulty  with  the  English  language.) 

"My  daddy  cut  hairs  in  the  army.  He  cuts  them 
on  the  side  like  this."  (Demonstration) 

"My  daddy  cvit  hairs,  too,  but  he's  a  brush- 
cutter  !" 

Surprising  Discoveries 

Another  means  of  knowledge  about  my  family 
has  been  the  school  nurse  reports.  My  first  con- 
tact Avith  that  grand  personage,  who  is  known 
around  the  district  as  the  school  nurse,  was  the 
day  she  calmly  told  me  that  one  of  our  girls  had 
mumps  and  would  we  see  that  she  was  isolated 
for  approximately  eighteen  days,  and  that  there 
was  a  possibility  that  we  might  have  more  cases 
after  the  incubation  period !  After  our  six  weeks 
of  mumps  the  spring  checkups  by  the  nurse  be- 
gan— and  notes  appeared  almost  daily  on  my 
desk,  (just  sixteen  of  the  two  hundred  which  she 
wrote  to  parents  and  guardians).  I  discovered 
that  the  members  of  my  family  were  not  the 
healthy  specimens  I  thought  they  were.  Why, 
they  had  to  be  inoculated  for  everything  under 
the  sun  (if  I  would  just  sign  on  the  dotted  line), 
they  had  to  have  their  eyes  examined,  or  their 
tonsils  out,  or  their  teeth  filled,  or  they  were 
underweight !  It  was  just  amazing  all  the  things 
that  can  be  wrong  Avith  a  child  who  can  run  miles 
in  a  day,  sleep  the  clock  around  and  eat  six  times 
a  day !  After  mailing  the  reports  to  the  mothers 
of  our  boarders,  we  began  to  get  bottles  of  cod 
liver  oil  for  little  Jimmy  with  a  note  from  his 
anxious  mother  to  ask  if  we  could  see  that  he 
took  it;  another  request  to  have  Jane  see  the 
dentist  and  have  that  cavity  filled ;  another  to  ad- 
vise when  the  ej^e  specialists  would  be  in  town. 
My  faithful  companion  here  in  the  house  did 
nobly  at  remembering  cod  liver  oil  and  other  such 
products  at  the  specified  times,  despite  the  squeals 
of  protest.  Little  Jimmy  is  not  so  fond  of  cod 
liver  oil  as  to  remind  you  that  he  hasn't  had  his 
daily  dose !  So  life  goes  on  and  we  are  kept  busy 
looking  after  both  the  bodily  and  spiritual  needs 
of  our  young  charges. 

Silver  Jubilee  Celebration 

On  December  8th,  that  beautiful  feast  day  of 
Our  Immaculate  Mother,  special  celebrations  took 
place  at  St.  INIichael's.  We  had  the  unexpected 
pleasure  of  celebrating  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  one 
of  our  Sisters.  Sister  Marianne  Paradis  came  to 
Rycroft  as  seamstress  late  in  October  and  during 
her  visit  here.  Sister  passed  the  twenty-fifth 
mark  in  her  religious  life. 

Preparations  began  weeks  ahead  of  the  feast 
day.  According  to  plan  the  Great  Day  began 
with  a  Low  Mass  at  7  a.m.  at  which  our  much- 
larger-than-usual    family    received   Holy  Com- 


munion and  sang  hymns.  A  de  luxe  breakfast 
followed,  a  very  important  item  not  only  to  the 
junior  section  of  our  household.  At  11  a.m.  a 
High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving  was  sung  by  Rev.  J. 
Paquin,  O.M.I.,  during  which  the  Sisters  sang  the 
Proper  of  the  Mass  and  our  little  songbirds  added 
the  ordinary  and  special  hymns.  In  the  early 
afternoon  a  short  play  "Madonna  of  the  Rose" 
was  staged  in  the  study  hall  in  Sister's  honour. 

For  the  singing  and  for  the  parts  in  the  play 
we  had  to  "import"  talent  from  the  country. 
Every  Friday  night  was  practice  night  and  a  gay 
time  it  was.  After  a  long  and  serious  practise  it 
was  time  to  relax,  square  dance,  play  games  and 
enjoy  refreshments.  After  a  few  weeks  of  prac- 
tise the  "costuming"  time  came.  Our  home  will 
always  ring  with  the  gay  peals  of  laughter  heard 
as  each  one  appeared  in  costume.  The  only  excep- 
tion was  our  little  eight-year-old  Madonna  for 
whom  there  was  nothing  but  praise.  She  was  a 
picture  in  her  white  dress,  cape  and  veil.  How- 
ever, despite  her  doll-like  appearance  she  lost 
none  of  her  mischievousness.  The  "Mayor"  in  the 
play  had  lifted  her  up  to  her  shrine  between  acts 
and  couldn't  help  saying  "You're  wonderful  Bea." 
The  Madonna  promptly  stuck  out  her  tongue  at 
him  and  then  immediately  took  up  her  position 
for  the  play. 

When  December  7th  dawned  the  decorating 
was  finished  and  all  the  last  minute  touches  made. 
It  was  only  then  that  Sister  Paradis  knew  that  it 
was  for  her  Jubilee  that  all  the  preparations  had 
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been  going  on — despite  all  the  slips  which  had 
been  made. 

For  one  and  all  December  8th  was  a  very  happy 
day — happy  with  the  happiness  of  heaven — for 
what  could  be  closer  to  heaven  than  a  group  of 
children  with  Christ  in  their  hearts,  working  to- 
gether to  make  someone  else's  Jubilee  a  memor- 
able one. 

Hope  for  the  Future 

As  the  end  of  the  school  j'ear  draws  towards  its 
close,  we  hope  that  these  men  and  women  of  to- 
morrow have  come  to  know  their  Loving  Master 
more  intimately  and  that  they  Avill  take  back  to 
their  homes  some  of  the  teaching  and  practices 
they  have  learned  while  here.  May  God  bless 
them  all  I 


PATRIOTISM  STRESSED   AT  COMMUNION 
BREAKFAST 

(Continued  from  Page  3) 

"We  must  change  our  hearts,  our  attitude  to- 
ward all  men;  before  trying  to  change  the  world, 
let  each  one  of  us  try  hard  to  change  that  heart 
of  ours.  .  .it  is  high  time.  The  air  is  loaded  with 
hatred,  utter  destruction;  imminent  annihilation 
threatens  our  civilization;  nothing  short  of  a 
miracle  can  save  our  occidental  world.  That  mir- 
acle can  be  worked  through  our  concerted  efforts. 

A  Patriot  Must  Defend  His  Country 

The  liberties  we  enjoy,  the  individual  respect 
we  have  for  each  immortal  soul,  the  legitimate 
desire  we  have  of  transmitting  to  our  children  a 
better  world  than  that  which  was  given  to  us ;  all 
this  is  worth  defending  with  sweat,  and  tears  and 
blood.  In  this  act  of  defending  our  country,  there 
is  a  large  measure  of  atoning  for  our  happy-go- 
lucky  attitude  of  yesterdaj';  there  is  a  full  mea- 
sure of  restitution  to  God  and  men  for  our  short- 
comings, mistakes'  and  blunders  of  the  past. 

The  love  of  our  coiuitry  would  be  neither  com- 
plete nor  sincere  if  it  did  not  rise  to  the  level  of 
self-sacrifice,  if  it  did  not  express  itself  in  terms 
of  rearming  moi'ally  and  otherwise  in  the  defence 
of  our  way  of  life,  of  our  democratic  institutions, 
of  our  religious  rights,  of  our  dignity  as  men 
dedicated  to  the  supreme  task  of  insuring  the 
ultimate  triumph  of  justice  and  liberty. 

The  next  decade  may  see  our  world  shaken 
down  to  its  very  roots  by  the  powers  of  Satan,  by 
the  absolute  hatred  that  Marx.  Lenin  and  Stalin 
have  generated  in  the  despondent  gardens  of  un- 
belief and  vice ;  but  the  last  word  belongs  to  God, 
to  Christ,  to  Our  Blessed  Mother  and  to  all  true 
Christians. 


A  Word  or  Two  From  Edson 

Oil  Boom 

Judging  from  activities  within  a  radius  of 
about  fifty  miles  such  schemes  as  a  pulp  mill,  a 
cement  plant  and  huge  derricks  dotting  the 
country-side  to  herald  the  beginning  of  a  new  oil 
era,  Edson  will  undoubtedly  become  a  thriving 
centre  of  industry.  It  is  also  rumoured  that  the 
road  from  Peers  to  the  Peace  River  country  will 
be  completed ! 

Retreat  and  Jubilee 

Our  first  Retreat  opened  on  August  9th,  Rev. 
Father  Hill,  C.Ss.R.,  from  Vancouver,  giving  the 
conferences  and  instructions.  Sixteen  Sisters 
made  the  Retreat,  which  closed  on  the  morning 
of  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption.  Our  new  litur- 
gical altar  looked  beautiful  in  its  simple  decora- 
'tion.  The  music  was  appropriate  for  the  occasion, 
Avhich  also  marked  a  Silver  Jubilee,  as  Sister  E. 
Donnelly  of  Vilna  celebrated  her  twenty-fifth 
anniversary  of  profession  in  our  chapel  that 
morning.  The  dining  room  was  decorated  with 
streamers,  while  silver  bells  and  a  special  jubilee 
cake  graced  the  breakfast  table.  The  second  Re- 
treat opened  on  the  evening  of  the  17th.  Both 
Retreats  were  most  helpful  and  encouraging, 
thanks  to  Father  Hill.  After  a  busy  year,  one 
reallv  appreciates  this  "going  aside  to  rest  a 
while." 

A  "Grizzly"  Visit 

One  fine  September  night  a  grizzly  went 
abroad  in  search  of  food.  He  made  his  way  to  a 
farmer's  pig  pen  about  one  mile  from  town.  At 
the  terrified  squeals  of  his  pigs,  Mr.  E.  rushed  to 
the  scene  and  jumped  the  fence,  to  be  faced  by  the 
huge  bear.  Dismayed,  he  backed  up  and  was  im- 
mediately cornered  by  the  animal.  His  fox 
terrier  rushed  to  the  rescue  and  attacked  the 
beast,  making  it  possible  for  the  farmer  to  reach 
safety.  Before  Bruin  lumbered  off  he  killed  and 
carried  away  a  full  grown  pig.  Nothing  daunted, 
he  returned  the  next  night,  only  to  meet  his  doom, 
as  Mr.  E.  and  friends  awaited  him,  fully  armed. 
The  bear  weighed  600  pounds.  We  presvime  that 
the  brave  little  fox  terrier  had  several  meals  of 
bear  steak. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 

ALL  THIS  —  IN  ONE  YEAR 


FOR  THE  PAST  twenty-five  years  the  Sisters 
of  Service  have  conducted  a  Residential  Club 
in  Montreal,  the  purpose  being  to  provide  a 
home-like  atmosphere  for  young  Catholic  girls, 
assist  them  in  finding  employment  and  keep  in 
touch  with  them  in  view  of  their  spiritual  welfare. 
This  silver  anniversary  was  fittingh^  commemor- 
ated last  November  (for  details  see  January  issue 
of  the  "Field  at  Home.") 

There  is  daily  Mass  in  the  chapel  at  6.30  a.m. 
from  September  to  June  and  Family  Rosary  each 
evening  at  6.45.  During  this  year  we  had  no 
chaplain  for  the  girls  so  there  has  been  no  nine 
o'clock  Mass  on  Sundays,  Benediction,  or  oppor- 
tunity for  confessions  for  the  girls  in  the  house. 
We  have  felt  this  lack  greatly,  especially  as  most 
of  our  girls  are  not  bi-lingual,  and  we  relied  on 
our  chaplains  to  assist  the  girls  in  their  many  dif- 
ficulties. (This  condition  has  been  remedied  since 
the  writing  of  this  report;  the  girls  now  have  a 
chaplain). 

For  the  first  six  months  of  the  year  we  were 
able  to  have  Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
once  a  month.  The  Sisters'  chaplain  exposed  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  after  the  early  Mass,  and  the 


Bishop  Whelan  of  Montreal  cuts  tlie  Jubilee 
Cake  for  the  S.O.S.  Silver  Aiiniversaj-y. 


group  of  young  priests  who  meet  here  monthly, 
gave  us  Holj^  Hour  and  Benediction  in  the  even- 
ing. 

In  May,  Reverend  N.  Corbett,  C.Ss.R.,  conduct- 
ed a  four-evening  retreat  which  Avas  very  well  and 
fervently  attended.  The  exercises  closed  with  a 
High  Mass  on  the  Feast  of  Pentecost,  which  was 
also  Mother's  Day.  At  the  Communion  Breakfast 
which  followed  the  Mass  Father  Power,  former 
Club  Chaplain,  was  guest  speaker.  There  were 
70  girls  present  at  the  breakfast. 

The  annual  May  Procession  and  crowning  of 
Our  Blessed  Mother  took  place  May  20th.  In  the 
absence  of  a  chaplain,  the  ceremony  was  closed 
by  Sister  reading  the  Act  of  Consecration  in  the 
chapel. 

The  choir,  a  comparatively  small  but  faithful 
group,  continues  weekly  practice  for  such  events 
as  the  occasional  High  Mass  and  remote  prepar- 
ation for  Forty  Hours. 

June  9th  was  the  tenth  anniversary  of  our  for- 
mer chaplain.  Father  Power,  who  sang  a  High 
Mass  in  our  chapel  to  celebrate  the  occasion. 
Afterwards  the  girls  presented  Father  with  a 
Spiritual  Bouquet. 

Forty  Hours  was  conducted  by  Reverend  D. 
O'Sullivan,  C.Ss.R.,  October  27th  to  29th,  with 
continuous  adoration.  The  girls  responded  most 
generoush^  in  taking  the  hours,  especially  the  un- 
attractive hours  of  early  morning.  The  Holy 
Hours  each  evening  were  well  attended,  and  the 
choir  did  very  well  with  the  heavy  program  in- 
volved. At  both  the  opening  and  closing  there 
was  a  procession  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
through  the  main  floor  of  the  house.  It  is  a 
lovely  sight  to  see  fifty  girls  carrying  lighted 
candles,  walking  before  our  Blessed  Lord :  we  en- 
.I'oy  so  many  privileges  in  a  small  chapel  that  are 
not  oui's  in  a  large  parish  church.  We  feel  that 
these  are  perhaps  the  most  important  days  of  the 
whole  year ;  certainly  they  are  "full  of  graco." 

In  an  effort  to  kindle  the  true  spirit  of  Christ- 
mas in  the  hearts  of  our  girls  we  began  on  the 
first  Sunday  of  Advent,  the  Advent  wreath.  Each 
evening  after  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary,  those 
who  were  around  gathered  in  the  reception  room 
near  the  wreath  with  its  four  candles,  one  of 
which  was  lighted  for  each  week.  We  sang  an 
AdA'ent  hymn  and  Sister  Superior  gave  a  brief 
thought  on  the  coming  Feast ;  then  all  recited  the 
collect  from  Sunday's  Mass.  This  took  only  five 
minutes  each  evening,  but  we  feel  it  helped  keep 
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their  minds  in  tune  with  the  real  spirit  of  the 
season. 

As  in  former  years,  our  beloved  Bishop  Whelan 
was  the  celebrant  of  the  three  Christmas  Masses 
at  midnight.  As  the  choir  sang :  "O  sweet  Infant 
Jesus,  we  love  Thee,"  he  placed  the  Infant  in  the 
manger,  before  going  to  the  foot  of  the  altar. 
After  Mass  breakfast  was  served  to  approximate- 
ly 60,  and  the  gifts  that  had  been  hidden  from 
curious  eyes  these  past  days,  were  distributed. 

During  the  past  year  Immigration  Work  has 
increased  tremendously,  as  a  comparison  of  fi- 
gures will  show.  In  1950  the  Sisters  met  20  boats, 
meeting  and  referring  some  1,036  immigrants  to 
the  various  Chancery  offices  or  Directors  of  Im- 
migration across  Canada.  In  1951  the  figures 
jumped  to  71  boats,  with  some  16,175  Catholics 
met  and  referred.  Besides  the  boats,  three  planes 
and  many  trains  were  also  met  with  a  view  to 
helping  immigrants. 

On  the  home  front,  many  hours  were  spent  in 
intei'preting,  helping  to  make  the  proper  contacts 
for  placement  of  children;  domestic  placemeuts. 
Baskets  of  food,  many  articles  of  clothing  and 
even  several  loads  of  furniture  and  hon«ehold 
equipment  were  given  to  help  these  people  get 
established  in  the  land  of  their  adoption.  Many 
weeks  of  convalescence  or  periods  of  unemploy- 
ment were  spent  here  by  single  girls. 

Miss  Mullaly,  ever  a  loyal  friend,  conducted 
classes  in  English  and  citizenship  here  for  the 
first  six  months,  after  which  she  took  the  group 
at  her  own  home.  She  has  maintained  a  lively 
interest  in  the  work,  and  in  the  individual  girls, 
and  has  helped  them  in  many  more  ways  than 
merely  teaching  them  English. 

Following  are  statistics  of  the  work  in  the 
house.  Figures  are  cold  and  give  no  indication  of 
the  human  lives  involved — tragedy,  homesickness 
and  that  terrifying  sense  of  insecurity,  of  having 
no  one  belonging  to  you.  Many  lonely  girls  were 
housed,  fed,  clothed  and  encouraged  to  pick  up 
the  threads  of  their  lives;  they  must  be  given  a 
sense  of  being  necessary  to  some  one.  Some 
triumphed  over  times  of  temptation,  some  did 
not ;  but  through  it  all,  we  realize  more  and  more 
how  dreadful  it  must  be  to  be  alone  in  the  world, 
and  strive  more  to  help  these  people. 


Meals  served  81,686 

Free  17,125 

Beds  provided  27,039 

Free  4,420 

Domestic  placements  250 


75  girls  were  given  176  days  of  care  here 
19  patients  were  visited  in  hospital 

SOSA  ACTIVITIES 

SOSA  is  the  name  given  to  the  recreational  or- 
ganization among  the  girls  and  it   stands  for 

SOMETIMES  WE  PAY  IMOST  FOR 


SOSA  "Christmas  Cheer"  for  a  needy  faniilj. 


"Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliaries."  They  promote 
social  activities  for  the  benefit  of  missionaries  in 
Western  Canada.  The  group  met  monthly,  and  in 
January  held  a  Sleigh  Drive  followed  by  a  Bean 
Supper  and  Sing  Song. 

Eighteen  of  the  members  joined  the  Canadian 
Co-Missionary  Crusade,  from  St.  Augustine's 
Seminary,  Toronto,  promising  to  offer  one  day  a 
week  for  a  missionary  priest. 

The  "Dorchester  Dottings" — Club  paper — was 
published  at  various  intervals,  and  is  a  great 
source  of  interest  to  all,  particularly  those  vv^ho 
have  moved  away  from  Montreal,  but  like  to  keep 
in  touch  with  the  news  of  the  Club. 

Two  dances  were  held  in  the  early  part  of  the 
year  just  before  and  after  Lent.  The  second  was 
la  "Spring  Formal,"  for  which  the  girls  borrowed 
artificial  floAvers  from  Eatons  and  decorated  the 
rooms  most  artistically  and  added  to  the  beauty 
themselves  in  their  dainty  dresses.  For  these 
dances  we  have  Cyril  Harvey's  orchestra,  whose 
members  know  our  group  and  the  type  of  music 
desired.  The  evening  closes  with  a  roll  of  the 
drums,  three  Hail  Marys  and  "Good  night  and 
God  bless  you."  One  Catholic  wedding  has  re- 
sulted from  these  dances,  which  is  our  purpose  in 
sponsoring  them ;  only  Catholic  boys  are  invited. 

A  card  party  was  held  in  the  spring  for  Rever- 
end Father  Nolan,  O.M.I.,  of  Mission  City,  B.C. 

A  concert,  which  Avas  more  like  an  informal 
evening  at  home,  was  held  in  June,  the  proceeds 
of  $27.00  going  to  the  S.O.S.  catechetical  work  in 
the  west. 

The  ransoming  of  pagan  babies  is  also  a  favou- 
rite charity,  aud  we  have  them  of  all  colours  and 
names. 

In  September  our  group  met  a  group  from  the 
Ottawa  Club  at  Laehute  for  a  day  of  pilgrimage 
at  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes. 
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Reverend  Father  Abboud,  O.P.M.,  spoke  to  the 
girls  here  on  the  work  of  the  missions  in  Egypt. 
One  day  he  said  Mass  in  our  chapel  in  the  Byzan- 
tine rite.  He  explained  his  vestments  and  books 
and  answered  many  questions.  In  return  the 
girls  were  generous  in  their  offerings. 

A  Hallowe'en  costume  party  was  held  on  Octo- 
ber 30th,  with  about  50  present.  Games  and  danc- 
ing filled  the  evening,  but  the  high  light  was  the 
visit  to  the  haunted  section  Avhich  elicited  hair- 
raising  screams  from  those  inside,  and  fear  and 
curiosity  in  those  outside  the  chamber  of  horrors. 

SOSA's  Christmas  concert  was  to  help  supply 
Christmas  cheer  to  a  needy  family,  but  donations 
were  so  generous  that  all  that  needed  to  be  bought 
was  the  turkey.  Everything  else  that  could  be  de- 
sired was  included,  even  clothing,  toys  and  other 
gifts.  These  articles  were  lovingly  wrapped  and 
delivered  (three  cartons)  to  a  widow  and  her  six 
children  by  eight  enthusiastic  members. 

The  girls  sold  Christmas  cards  and  used  the 
profit  gained  to  provide  boxes  for  three  mission- 
ary priests  in  the  northwest;  they  also  sent 
cheques  to  the  two  S.O.S.  catechetical  houses  in 
Regina  and  Edmonton  and  to  our  newest  Mission 
at  Peace  River,  Alta.  The  usual  offering  was  also 
given  to  Bishop  Whelan  at  Christmas. 

Shortly  after  the  New  Year  those  who  liked  to 
sing  began  practising  for  an  Irish  operetta  under 
Sister  Superior's  direction.  "Kathleen,  the  Maid 
of  Killarney"  became  dailj^  fare.  To  augment  our 
cast,  we  gathered  a  few  boys  who  visit  the  house. 


Principal  Oiaracters  in  "Kathleen." 


The  group  worked  faithfully  and  performed  the 
operetta  as  part  of  St.  Anthony's  parish  concert 
in  March.  Not  only  the  singers,  but  also  those  who 
helped  with  the  scenery  and  costumes  gave  them- 
selves wholeheartedly  to  making  it  a  success.  The 
operetta  was  performed  four  times,  at  St.  An- 
thony's, once  for  an  audience  of  Sisters  of  the  dif- 
ferent Communities,  at  which  matinee  perfor- 
mance the  cast  presented  their  directress  with  a 
bouquet  of  roses.  One  Svmday  evening,  after  a 
dinner  party  at  the  Club  for  the  cast,  all  went  to 
the  Father  Dowd  Memorial  Home  to  do  "Kath- 
leen" for  the  old  people,  and  every  one  agreed 
that  they  enjoyed  giving  the  performance  most  of 
all.  Another  evening  "Kathleen"  went  to  St. 
Mary's  Hospital  for  the  Sisters  and  nurses,  and  a 
number  of  patients  were  also  present ;  the  final 
performance  was  in  the  house  in  honour  of  our 
Sister  General. 

One  of  the  accomplishments  of  which  we  are 
justly  proud  is  the  building  up  of  a  good  Catho- 
lic library.  "We  try  by  every  means  to  encourage 
the  girls  to  do  good  reading  and  offset  the  tre- 
mendous amount  of  bad  literature  now  flooding 
the  market.  Of  the  262  books  in  our  library  60 
are  new  this  year.  There  is  a  small  charge  for  the 
use  of  the  library,  which  is  open  to  residents  and 
non-residents ;  this  money  is  used  for  buying  more 
books.  Generous  friends  have  helped  us  in  this 
endeavour. 

We  look  forward  to  the  future  with  hope  and 
confidence,  grateful  to  God  for  all  His  goodness. 
We  are  grateful  also  to  our  dear  Bishop;  to  the 
members  of  the  clergy ;  to  the  Board  of  Directors 
of  the  Federation  of  Catholic  Charities,  and  par- 
ticularly to  Mr.  J.  E.  Walsh,  who  has  ever  been  a 
loyal  friend ;  to  the  members  of  the  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League,  ever  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand ; 
and  to  our  many  friends  who  have  assisted  us  in 
our  Avork. 

(Taken  from  the  1951  Report  to 
Federated  Charities  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  Residential  Club,  ]\Ion- 
treal). 


Through  our  little  acts  of  charity,  practised  in 
the  dark,  as  it  were,  we  obtain  the  conversion  of 
the  heathen,  help  the  missionaries,  and  gain  for 
them  plentiful  alms.  •! 


Let  us  not  be  swayed  by  our  misery  and  help- 
lessness, not  even  by  our  lapses  and  owr  sins.  It 
is  then  the  time  to  hope  in  the  Lord,  to  make  it 
plain  that  it  is  in  Him  and  no*,  in  our  sorry  vir- 
tues that  we  place  our  hope. 


PEOPLE  WHO  S.AY  THEY  SLEEP  LUCE  A  BABY  USUALLY  DOX'T  HAV^E  OXE. 
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LEATHER  WORK  AT  THE 
RESIDENTIAL  CLUB,  EDMONTON 


Useful  Hobby  for  Sisters  and  Girls 

WOULD  YOU  LIKE  to  know  liow  it  all 
started?  Last  summer  Sister  Superior  ac- 
companied a  Sister  from  Kycroft  to  the 
"Happy  Hobby"  Shop.  This  Sister  was  interested 
in  finding  new  ideas  for  her  boys  of  Grade  IX 
who  were  working  at  tooling,  making  belts,  wal- 
lets and  key  cases.  This  year  she  wished  to  give 
them  a  wider  variety  of  leather  projects.  Sister 
Superior  was — oh,  just  vaguely  interested.  But 
when  she  entered  the  shop,  it  was  a  different 
story !  There  on  the  walls  were  beautiful  hand- 
carved  pictures  by  leather-carving  artists — one,  a 
beautiful  horse's  head.  Then  and  there  it  was  de- 
cided that  we  learn  and  teach  the  art  to  the  girls 
at  105th  Street.  Since  leather-carving  is  an  art 
and  must  be  learned,  two  of  us  enrolled  for  les- 
sons. 

Tried  and  Untried  Skill 

It  was  very  discouraging !  The  first  night  we 
learned  only  how  to  sharpen  our  swivel-knife. 
The  second  and  third  lessons  proved  to  be  just  as 


uninteresting.  We  cut  curlycues  right  and  left, 
also  figure  eights,  in  a  piece  of  leather  until  there 
wasn't  a  quarter  of  an  inch  left.  We  were  ready 
to  give  U)P,  but  were  encouraged  to  continue. 
After  our  fourth  lesson,  which  was  our  first  at- 
tempt at  carving  and  stamping  a  picture,  we 
proudly  brought  home  a  beautiful,  wrongly  cut 
and  chopped  piece  of  leather,  but  it  was  a  start, 
and  one  could  at  least  distinguish  the  flowers 
from  the  leaves!  From  then  on  we  were  won 
over  at  the  art.  Our  first  attempts  were  book 
marks ;  then  we  made  wallets,  which  were  given 
away  as  Christmas  presents  to  friends  of  the 
house— and  they  are  still  friends!  Now  we  have 
a  little  confidence  in  our  work,  but  we  do  need  a 
great  deal  of  practice  before  beginning  our 
classes  in  leather-carving. 

Why  We  Started  Leather-Tooling 

Since  we  had  to  learn  to  carve  before  teaching 
the  girls,  we  decided  to  teach  them  to  tool  leather, 
Avhich  is  clone  with  one  instrument  called  a  mo- 
deler.  AVith  this  modeler  you  push  down,  outline. 


Hard  at  Work  Leather-Tooling. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  AN  EMERGENCY  IS  ALWAYS  AN  OPPORTUNITY. 
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Some  Products  of  the  Leather  Enthusiasts. 


and  push  down,  then  push  up  a  design  on  dam- 
pened leather.  You  can  make  a  simple  outline  de- 
sign, or  put  a  great  deal  of  effort  in  a  Avell-em- 
bossed  intricate  design,  whatever  your  taste  and 
patience  may  dictate.  We  have  our  classes  on 
Monday  nights,  and  the  girls  are  there  waiting  for 
us  when  we  come  down  from  prayers  at  seven.  We 
found  two  old  work  tables  in  the  garage  and  they 
are  just  the  thing  for  this  work,  also  some  old 
boards  for  cutting  and  chiselling  the  leather.  If 
some  one  should  come  on  us  suddenly  they  would 
really  wonder  what  we  were  up  to ;  some  of  us 
are  standing,  others  work  better  kneeling,  others 
are  sitting,  and  when  there's  a  dome  fastener  to 
go  on  the  best  and  most  practical  method  is  to  get 
down  on  your  knees  and  do  the  hammering  on  the 
cement  floor. 

Many  of  the  girls'  first  experiments  were  given 
to  friends  as  Christmas  presents,  and  they  met 
with  such  an  enthusiastic  reception  that  after 
Christmas  we  couldn't  begin  classes  soon  enough. 
Now  they  are  all  putting  in  more  effort  to  make 
their  products  better  and  lovelier  than  before. 
There  are  belts,  key  cases,  baggage  identification 
tags,  coin  purses,  wallets,  missal  covers,  book 
covers,  seci'etaries,  book-ends  and  even  small 
hand-bags  in  the  making.  The  popular  pattern  at 
the  moment  is  horses'  heads ;  every  girl  wants  to 
make  one.  It's  a  must !  When  a  design  hasn't  got 
that  finished  look  it  goes  to  Sister  B.,  who's  the 
best  modeler  here.  She  says:  "Just  shut  your 
eyes   and  visualize  how  it  should  look."  She 


closes  her  eyes  for  a  second  or  two  and  then  gives 
the  article  that  added  modelling  that  makes  it 
ready  to  be  assembled.  Most  of  us  have  yet  to 
acquire  the  art  of  shutting  our  eyes  and  picturing 
how  it  should  look  ! 

A  Birthday  Gift 

One  of  the  prettiest  wallets  was  worked  on  a 
deep  red  leather.  The  pattern  was  daffodils  and 
the  finishing  was  done  with  fawn  lacing.  It  was 
made  for  a  twelve-year-old  sister  of  one  of  the 
girls  and  was  really  beautiful.  The  recipient  was 
thrilled  and  now  she  wants  to  learn  tooling  her- 
self. 

Where  Did  We  Get  the  Leather? 

When  we  decided  to  do  and  to  teach  leather 
work  we  wrote  to  a  company  and  asked  for  their 
leather  cuttings  and  received  fifty  pounds — a 
welcome  gift,  as  we  could  never  have  taken  up 
this  hobby  if  it  had  been  necessary  to  purchase 
the  leather.  When  our  leather-carving  lessons 
began  we  received  another  donation  of  a  bag  of 
russet  leather  scraps. 

Our  first  pupils  in  leather  carving  are  our  own 
Sisters;  we  are  experimenting  on.  them.  Two 
Sisters  from  our  catechetical  house  on  85th  Street 
come  over  on  Thursday  afternoons  and  we  make 
it  our  Sisters  of  Service  Hobby  Day. 

So  this  is  the  way  our  craft  started.  We  hope 
it  continues  until  a  certain  corner  m  our  house  be- 
comes another  little  "Happy  Hqljby  Shop." 


ADVERTISING  INCRE.A.SES  OXE'S  YE.^RXING  POAVER. 
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OUR  ENTERPRISING  COUNTRY 


FROM  THE  February  4th  issue  of  TIME, 
under  the  "Canada"  section,  we  cull  the  fol- 
lowing extract — so  interesting  and  gratify- 
ing to  all  Canadians : 

The  Robustious  Canadian  Dollar 

In  Wall  Street  last  week,  barely  five  weeks 
after  it  had  been  freed  from  controls  to  establish 
its  own  value,  the  Canadian  dollar  hit  par  with 
the  U.S.  dollar.  Across  the  world,  in  the  free 
markets  of  Paris,  Milan,  Tangier  and  Beirut,  Ca- 
nadian dollars  were  suddenly  in  such  brisk  de- 
mand that  money-changers  priced  them  at  101 
U.S.  cents.  In  the  confused  hippodrome  of  inter- 
national finance,  the  wide,  moss-green  Bank  of 
Canada  bank  note  was  running  neck  and  neck 
with  the  U.S.  dollar  as  the  world's  most  desirable 
currency. 

The  robustious  Canadian  dollar  was  a  symbol 
of  Canada's  growing  strength,  and  the  diploma 
for  her  industrial  coming-of-age.  In  twelve  years 
Canada  has  undergone  the  most  impressive  in- 
dustrial development  of  any  nation  in  the  world, 
a  surge  of  industry  and  prosperity  that  "Wall 
Street's  conservative  investment  firm  of  Lehman 
Bros,  calls  the  "biggest  business  story  of  this  de- 
cade." 

Increased  Production 

Since  1939  Canada  has : 

a.  Quadrupled  her  national  production, 
climbing  from  a  lowly  par  with  Norway 
and  Sweden  to  a  point  where  she  nearly 
triples  the  output  of  these  Scandinavian 
countries  and  rivals  that  of  France. 

b.  Made  a  50%  advance  in  the  Canadian 
standard  of  living,  raising  her  average  in- 
come for  a  family  of  four  to  $4,000  a  year 
— $622  above  the  corresponding  U.S. 
average. 

•  c.  Kept  her  finances  in  splendid  solvency 
(for  the  first  nine  months  of  1951  she  had 
a  $721.6  million  government  surplus). 
Though  still  dwarfed  by  the  productivity  of  the 
U.S.,  Canada's  growing  industrial  muscle  has  ex- 
panded her  world  influence  to  an  extent  never 
before  achieved  by  a  country  of  fourteen  million 
inhabitants.   The  swelling  flood   of  foodstuffs, 
metals,  oil,  newsprint  and  goods  flowing  from  her 
fields,  forests,  mines  and  factories  has  given  Can- 
ada a  position  of  importance  in  the  free  world's 
councils  subordinate  only  to  the  U.S.  and  Britain. 
Canada  now  supplies : 


a.  More  than  90%  of  the  free  world's  nickel, 
and  an  important  share  of  the  zinc,  copper, 
aluminum  and  other  strategic  metals  for 
the  "West's  defense. 

b.  Half  the  world's  newsprint;  three  out  of 
five  of  the  world's  newspaper  pages  are 
printed  on  Canadian  paper. 

c.  A  growing  share  of  North  America's  oil 
and  natural  gas  from  the  new-found  Al- 
berta fields,  the  "Texas  of  the  North." 

d.  A  substantial  (but  highly  secret)  supply 
of  uranium  for  U.S.  Atomic  bombs. 

e.  The  world's  second-biggest  export  wheat 
crop,  a  source  of  food  for  71  nations. 

Alone  She  will  Do  It 

Not  the  biggest,  but  perhaps  the  most  signifi- 
cant of  all  Canadian  enterprises  now  afoot  is  the 
St.  Lawrence  Seaway,  a  canal  system  linking  the 
St.  Lawrence  River  and  the  Great  Lakes  to  en- 
able all  but  the  biggest  deep-sea  vessels  to  sail  up- 
stream into  North  America's  industrial  heartland. 
This  project  has  been  pressed  and  attacked  on 
both  sides  of  the  border  for  more  than  50  years. 
Canada  has  been  anxious  to  build  it;  all  U.S. 
Presidents  from  Coolidge  to  Truman  have  advo- 
cated it.  But  the  U.S.  Congress,  hobbled  by  mi- 
nority interests  (railroads  and  East  Coast  ship- 
pers), has  never  given  its  consent.  Canada,  feel- 
ing her  newly-won  strength,  has  now  announced 
that  if  Congress  does  not  agree  to  a  joint 
product  before  May,  she  will  build  the  $300  mil- 
lion seaway  alone.  Henry  Ford  II,  president  of  the 
Ford  Motor  Co.,  hailed  the  Canadian  Seaway 
plan  last  week  as  "an  example  of  initiative  and 
imagination  in  action — the  spirit  of  contemporary 
Canada." 

Capital  Attracted 

This  spirit  of  growing  confidence,  both  at  home 
and  abroad,  has  helped  attract  an  ample  supply 
of  fresh  capital  to  keep  the  boom  going.  Cana- 
dian investors,  who  were  once  somewhat  timid 
about  their  own  prospects,  last  year  plowed  back 
a  record  of  22%  of  their  national  income  into  new 
development.  United  States,  British  and  Swiss 
capital  is  rushing  into  the  bullish  Canadian  mar- 
ket. American  investors  have  put  more  than 
seven  billion  dollars  into  Canada,  the  heaviest 
U.S.  stake  in  any  foreign  country.  And  the  flow  is 
increasing  steadily,  as  Canada  shows  that  she  has 
both  the  wealth  and  the  men  to  work  it. 


PERFECTION  IS  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD  DOMINANT  IN  ALL  OUR  ACTIONS. 
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CURRENT  EVENTS  AT  "No.  4 


IT  IS  A  LONG  TIME  since  we  told  our  readers 
about  the  high  lights  here  at  the  Sisters  of 
Service  Residential  Club.    Many  things  have 
happened  since  September  but  we  have  space  to 
tell  you  of  only  a  few  of  them. 

Mickey  Arrives 

The  last  thing  first.  Mickey,  a  grey  and  white 
eat  adopted  us  in  early  December  and  by  dint  of 
perseverance  obtained  accommodation  at  "No.  4". 
On  Saturday  morning  she  presented  the  Club  with 
four  lovely  kittens.  .  .and  the  excitement !  The 
girls  went  downstairs  in  a  hurry  when  they  heard 
about  the  kittens,  and  in  a  short  while  the  new 
arrivals  received  their  names — Ike,  Mike,  Min 
and  Gin.  Pour  foster  homes  are  awaiting  them 
as  soon  as  they  have  reached  their  fifth  week.^ 

Routine  Activities 

The  girls  in  residence  have  been  active  in  vari- 
ous ways.  Several  are  attending  night  classes, 
some  the  pre-marriage  course,  others  lectures  in 
religion,  etc.  Of  course  parties  and  Communion 
breakfasts  have  also  been  part  of  the  activities. 
As  our  Club  is  really  a  "League  of  Nations"  it  is 
most  interesting  to  feel  the  universality  of  the 
Church  as  one  does  here. 

Cominuiiion  Breakfast 

Following  the  Communion  breakfast  on  Novem- 
ber 4th,  it  was  our  privilege  to  have  Alderman  W. 
R.  Allen  address  the  Members  on  the  various  of- 
fices and  officers  at  the  City  Hall.  "We  realized 
we  knew  very  little  about  this  wonderful  institu- 
tion, and  were  delighted  to  be  invited  to  visit  the 
City  Hall  in  a  group  two  weeks  later.  The  Super- 
intendent graciously  guided  us  through  the  of- 
fices, court  rooms  etc.  and  explained  each  to  us. 
Miss  Ita  Kelliher  introduced  Mr.  Allen  and  Miss 
Dolores  Huck  thanked  him  for  his  interesting 
and  educational  talk. 

We  were  privileged  in  having  another  promi- 
nent guest  speaker  on  December  2nd  when  Miss 
H.  Heffeman,  Superintendent  of  the  St.  Eliza- 
beth's Visiting  Nurses'  Association  addressed  the 
Club  at  its  monthly  Communion  breakfast.  Miss 
Heffeman  told  us  of  the  first  days  of  the  Associ- 
ation, its  growth,  financing  and  successful  func- 
tioning both  in  the  medical  field  and  in  bringing 
souls  back  to  God.  It  is  consoling  and  encourag- 
ing to  know  we  have  such  a  Catholic  organization 
in  our  midst. 

We  had  often  heard  of  Father  Douglas  Daly, 
S.J.,  and  his  work  as  National  Secretarj^  of  the 


Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  and  we  were 
privileged  in  having  Father  address  the  Members 
at  the  February  Communion  breakfast.  Father, 
who  had  just  completed  his  fifteenth  year  as  a 
Jesuit  and  made  his  Solemn  Profession,  told  us 
of  the  life  of  a  Jesuit  and  the  part  our  Blessed 
Mother  took  in  his  vocation.  Miss  Marguerite 
Schuter  introduced  Father  Daly  and  Miss  Mary 
Ann  Belland  expressed  the  gratitude  of  the  Sisters 
and  Girls. 

Pat  Kaiser  of  Nova  Scotia,  introduced  the 
guest  speaker,  Mr.  R.  Fitzpatrick,  to  the  Club 
Members  after  the  Communion  breakfast,  March 
2nd,  in  the  Club  Rooms.  Mr.  Fitzpatrick,  an  en- 
thusiast of  "The  Brotherhood"  movement  ex- 
plained what  "The  National  Council  of  Christians 
and  Jews"  was  and  its  aim,  and  how  each  citizen 
of  Canada  (14,900,000)  were  members;  that  it  is 
the  responsibility  of  each  person  to  practice  and 
foster  the  religious  ideals  of  brotherhood  as  to 
race,  creed  and  skin-color.  Our  Government  has 
done  much  to  aid  the  breakdown  of  intolerance 
and  prejudice  by  passing  laws  such  as  "The  Fair 
Employment  Act."  We  are  all  different  and  we 
must  acknowledge  and  respect  this  difference, 
this  is  essential,  said  Mr.  Fitzpatrick.  Hermine 
Blazek  of  Austria  thanked  Mr.  Fitzpatrick  and 
expressed  the  hope  that  he  will  speak  to  us  again 
at  some  future  time. 


One  of  the  "Mixed"  Parties  at  "No.  4". 


FORGIVENESS  IS  LIKE  THE  PERFUME  OF  THE  VIOLET  ON  THE  HAND  THAT  CRUSHES  IT. 
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Austrian  Gratitude 

The  following  letter  was  received  recently  from 
Austria.    It  speaks  for  itself. 

\Vien.  10-1-1952. 

Dear  Sister  Fitzpatrick: 

Please  allow  me  to  thank  you  for  young  motherly 
kindness,  which  you  have  shown  to  my  daughter.  I  feel 
very  happy  knowing  that  my  daughter  is  so  fortunate 
as  to  stay  with  you.  Please,  accept  my  sincere  appreci- 
ation and  the  kindest  regards  to  you.  Dear  Sister 
Superior,  as  same  as  to  Sister  Hearn  and  Sister  Haze. 

Yours  truly, 

Amalna  Blazek 

Toy  Shower 

On  December  9th  the  girls  in  residence  and  the 
Members  of  "The  Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary" 
joined  in  a  "Toy  Shower"  for  the  poor  children 
in  Western  mission  districts.  The  hundreds  of 
beautiful  toys  donated  was  thrilling.  How  kind 
and  generous  people  are  when  they  know  where 
to  place  their  charities!  The  next  day  the  boxes 
were  packed  and  sent  on  their  way.  The  letters 
received  from  our  Sisters  in  the  isolated  missions 
and  from  parents  who  received  these  delightful 
gifts  give  a  very  vivid  picture  of  the  joy  the  toys 
aroused  in  the  young  recipients.  If  only  we  had 
some  "sneak"  pictures  of  children  receiving  these 
treasures. 

Various  Parties 

The  Hallowe'en  Party  was  well  attended  and 
prizes  were  awarded  for  the  best  eostumes. 
Witches,  spooks,  and  decorations  hard  to  de- 
scribe, gave  that  "ghost-y"  atmosphere  to  the 
house. 

A  pre-Advent  house  party  was  put  on  by  the 
Girls  during  which  dancing  games,  etc.  were  en- 
joyed and  refreshments  served.  The  young  men 
seemed  to  be  the  best  prize  winners  at  this  party. 

Among  the  games  that  brought  gales  of  laugh- 
ter was  "The  Stage  and  Coach"  race.  Each  couple 
participating  were  given  a  suitcase  containing 
clothes  such  as  sweaters,  ties,  socks,  garters, 
shirts,  blouses,  ear-rings,  necklace  and  umbrella. 
The  couple  left  one  end  of  the  room  together, 
went  to  the  far  end,  opened  the  suitcase  and  put 
on  the  clothes,  over  their  own,  closed  the  case, 
opened  the  umbrella  and  arm  in  arm  hurried  to 
the  base.  The  couple  completing  the  race  in  the 
shortest  time  received  the  prize.  It  was  FUN ! 

Early  in  January  a  dance  and  party  was  held 
for  the  Club  Members  and  their  friends. 

Christmas  Mass  and  Breakfast 

At  Christmas,  as  in  past  years,  we  assisted  at 
the  Midnight  Mass  in  our  Motherhouse  Chapel. 


"Stage  and  CJoach"  Race. 


There  in  the  Chapel  the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  by 
Rev.  A.  MacDonald,  C.Ss.R.  brought  to  our  souls 
the  real  joy  of  Christmas,  as  the  Sisters'  choir 
raised  our  hearts  in  adoration  to  our  Infant  King 
and  Saviour.  Some  of  the  girls  (the  majority 
went  home  for  the  occasion)  went  to  parish 
churches  but  all  were  back  at  the  Club  in  time  to 
enjoy  the  festive  breakfast  in  the  midst  of  the 
gayest  of  decorations ;  then  off  to  bed  in  the  wee 
hours.  A  few  new  Canadians  who  were  without 
friends  were  also  guests  at  the  turkey  dinner 
served  at  one-thirty.  The  day  passed  all  too 
quickly. 

"Auxiliary"  Events 

The  "Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary"  have  had  a 
busy  Fall  and  Winter.  The  Membership  Tea  held 
in  the  Fall;  a  card  party,  a  toy  shower,  and  two 
Bingo  parties  had  happy  results  both  in  new 
members  and  in  funds.  The  monthly  meetings 
were  well  attended  in  spite  of  storms  and  rain.  It 
seemed  that  each  meeting  night  the  worst  sort  of 
weather  tested  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Auxiliary, 
but,  they  came — -just  the  same. 

Sisters  at  "No.  4". 


When  a  soul  supposed  to  be  advanced  in  spiri- 
tual ways  will  not  endure  the  least  contradiction 
and  is  offended  at  mere  trifles,  it  is  self-evident 
that  there  is  nothing  supernatural  there,  although 
there  may  be  some  passing  passion  or  emotion, 
that  soul  possesses  nothing  of  supernatural  love. 


A  GOSSIP  IS  A  PERSON  WHO  SUFFERS  FROM  ACUTE  INDISCRETION. 
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Message  From  Camp  Morton 

Hello  Everybody: 

By  the  time  this  reaches  Toronto,  you  will  be 
enjoying  the  first  sweet  taste  of  Spring,  I  hope, 
but  you  will  not  mind  if  our  Camp  Morton  and 
Berlo  news  is  a  bit  "winterish". 

Speaking  of  winter,  this  has  been  a  glorious 
one  such  as  defies  description.  Golden  sunshine, 
crystal  blue  skies,  and  just  enough  snow  for  a 
beauty  blanket — that  has  been  the  picture  day 
after  day.  Very  often  the  trees  have  worn  lace 
and  diamonds  to  the  great  delight  of  the  young- 
sters and  the  "want-to-be  youngsters."  Last  week 
we  put  off  taking  our  snaps  for  a  day  or  two  just 
to  se6  if  we  could  capture  d  little  of  their  beauty 
with  our  camera,  but  the  trees  refused  to  don 
their  finery — so  what  could  we  do? 

Our  little  bird  friends  are  always  around  and 
often  have  lively  conversations  with  Sister  S., 
Avhen  -she  presents  them  with  nice  pieces  of  suet. 
The  squirrels  are  just  as  frisky  and  bold  as  good 
little  squirrels  should  be.  Of  course  we  are  look- 
ing forward  to  the  return  of  the  sweet-singing 
birds  of  Spring,  and  the  awakening  of  "Chippy", 
the  chipmunk.  But  I  must  not  forget  the  Nor- 
thern lights,  my  favourite  friends.  Some  nights 
they  dance  all  over  the  sky  in  wondrous  forma- 
tion. The  other  night  they  presented  us  with  a 
vision — Michael,  the  Archangel's  wings — all  too 
short,  though,  for  before  we  knew  it  the  wings 
Avere  gone,  they  had  spread  out  into  long,  flow- 
ing streamers  of  glory. 

We  have  been  able  to  drive  to  our  schools  every 


day  since  Christmas,  a  real  record,  which  we  are 
praying  will  not  be  smashed  by  the  March  lion. 
On  only  one  January  morning  was  our  way 
blocked,  and  then  three  of  the  men,  who  were 
taking  their  children  to  school,  came  to  our  res- 
cue. 

The  days  at  school  have  simply  flown.  The 
children  of  number  one  have  been  initiated  into 
the  business  of  making  plaster  of  paris  statues 
and  have  produced  some  very  pleasing  results, 
even  if  one  small  girl  did  paint  the  sleeping  In- 
fant Jesus  with  blue  eyes  wide-open. 

Valentine  parties  were  major  February  events 
in  all  three  schools.  Hearts  and  flowers  graced 
every  corner.  Everyone,  including  Sister,  got 
stacks  of  "walentimes".  Really  I  think  the 
children  enjoyed  it  almost  as  much  as  they  en- 
joyed Christmas.  At  Berlo  we  made  woven  bas- 
kets shaped  like  hearts,  so  the  little  ones  turned 
them  upside  down  and  wore  them  as  party  hats, 
and  the  lunch — yes,  it  was  proclaimed  delicious. 
Best  of  all  were  the  revels  which  were  kept  buried 
in  a  snow-bank  until  dessert  time.  Every  party 
must  have  its  sing-song  too.  Our  children  like 
their  songs  with  a  swing.  "A  capital  ship  for  an 
ocean  trip  was  the  walloping  window-blind,"  or 
with  a  cowboy  flavour — "Home,  home  on  the 
range".  They  have  also  learned  the  Mass  of  the 
Angels  and  many  hymns  which  they  love  to  sing, 
but  these,  of  course  are  not  for  a  party. 

Now  Lent  has  come  and  all  have  caught  the 
penitential  spirit.  It  may  sound  easy  to  you,  but 
when  Johnny  got,  "No  fighting  on  the  play 
ground,"  with  a  mighty  effort  he  smiled.  Talka- 
tive little  girls  have  made  heroic  resolutions  to 
keep  silence  in  school.  But  one  small  girl  con- 
fided to  me  that  she  cannot  keep  her  penance. 
She  got,  "Do  not  listen  to  your  favourite  radio 
programme  this  week."    She  has  no  radio ! 

Before  closing  I  must  tell  you  Carol's  version 
of  "Diddle,  diddle  dumpling.  My  son  John" — the 
boy  who  went  to  bed  with  his  stockings  on.  Carol 
says  it  is,  "Mice  on  John." 

Now,  good-bye  and  God  bless  you. 

S.O.S., 

Camp  Morton. 


Berlo  Students  with  their  S.O.S.  Teacher. 


The  most  seemingly  hopeless  sinner,  with  both 
feet  almost  in  hell,  can  become  a  most  glorious 
saint — for,  in  truth,  there  is  not  such  thing  as  a 
hopeless  soul,  since  so  long  as  she  remains  on 
earth  she  is  a  potential  lover  and  can  become  an 
actual  one. 


MOST  WOMEN  KEEP  SECRETS  AS  WELL    AS  MEN.     IT  JUST  TAKES  MORE  WOMEN. 


JULY,  19  52 
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THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  AT  THE 

PORTS  OF  ENTRY 


CANADA  is  one  of  the  wealthiest  countries 
of  the  world.  Many  nations  turn  envious 
eyes  on  our  young  country.  In  recent  years 
it  has  attracted  the  attention  of  English  and 
American  investors.  Commercially  Canada  stands 
out  today  preemptorily  in  world  markets.  The 
future  is  even  more  roseate  than  the  present. 

Beverley  Baxter  in  his  London  Letter  (Mae- 
lean's  Magazine,  March  15th)  after  a  flying  visit 
to  Canada,  his  native  land,  writes. 

"Today  Canada  is  the  magnet   If  the 

pound  and  the  Canadian  dollar  were  freely  con- 
vertible there  would  be  such  a  rush  of  men  and 
capital  from  Great  Britain  that  Canada  would 
leap  ahead  three  years  in  one.  And  with  this 
development  there  is  emerging  a  strengthening 
Canadianism  which  is  thrilling  to  see. 

"A  strong  people,  a  religious  and  almost  piiri- 
tanical  people,  a  courageous  and  tolerant  people. 
France  and  Britain  suckled  this  northern  race; 
the  English  gave  it  the  law  and  its  parliamentary 
institutions,  the  Scots  'built  railways  from  the 
Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  the  French  gave  it  an  al- 
tei-native  language  and  kept  many  of  the  quali- 
ties which  have  become  dim  in  France  herself. 
Now  the  dispossessed  wandering  victims  of  Nazi 
and  Communist  oppression  are  bringing  their 

ajaj  that  is  necessary  for  the  triumph 


European  background  to  enrich  the  arteries  of 
Canadian  life. 

"The  story  of  Canada  is  rich  in  ruggedness  and 
physical  achievement,  yet  in  the  long  vista  of  time 
the  story  of  Canada  is  only  beginning.  She  is 
blessed  among  nations.  The  night  was  full  of 
stars  when  she  was  born." 

To  bring  to  fruition  the  potential  wealth  of 
Canada  the  human  element  is  needed.  "We  need 
more  population.  Our  immigration  policy  reflects 
this  attitnde  of  mind  in  the  further  development 
of  the  countrj-.  Our  doors  are  now  open,  and 
during  the  year  1951  Canada  obtained  191,391 
new  settlers.  This  is  the  highest  figure  since  1913 
when  immigration  was  at  its  peak. 

With  immigration  the  Country  and  the  Church 
are  in  the  making.  It  is  like  a  blood  transfusion 
which  builds  up  a  new  generation  Avhich  in  time 
will  influence  the  welfare  of  Canada.  The  growth 
of  population  'by  immigration  is,  it  is  true,  hardly 
noticeable.  Like  the  incoming  tide  it  creeps 
up  gradually  and  only  becomes  noticeable  at 
its  flood. 

The  annual  report  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  for 
1951  is  very  revealing.  They  stand  on  guard  for 
the  Church  .at  our  ports  of  entry:  Halifax,  St. 
John,  Quebec  and  Montreal.    Last  year  they  met 

OF  EVIL  IS  THAT  GOOD  MEN  DO  NOTHING. 
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257  boats  and  twenty  trains  and  planes  eariying 
incoming  immigrants.  The  total  number  of  pas- 
sengers met  was  142,571;  among  them  there  were 
70,546  Catholics ;  57,574  Catholic  immigrants  were 
referred  to  the  various  Chancery  Offices  through- 
out the  Country.  Ninety-four  visits  were  paid 
the  Detention  Quarters. 

These  statistics  are  but  cold  figures.  Yet  one 
who  can  analyse  their  full  meaning  will  grasp 
what  they  stand  for  in  the  eyes  of  Church  and 
Country.  They  also  reveal  the  share  the  Sisters 
of  Service  have  in  the  great  problem  of  immigra- 
tion. Like  sentinels  they  stand  on  guard  at  our 
ports  of  entry  and  try  to  save  and  protect  the 
faith  of  our  new  settlers  by  referring  them  to 
those  who  will  be  their  pastors  in  this  land  of 
their  adoption. 


BOOK  REVIEW 

PADRE  PIO— The  Stigmatist.  By  Rev.  Charles 
M.  Carty.     Radio  Replies  Press, 
St.  Paul  1,  Minn. 
This  is  a  story  of  supernatural  graces  shower- 
ed by  God  on  a  holy  Capuchin  priest  at  San 
Giovanni.     The   author   of   the   book   had  the 
privileged  opportunity  of  meeting  Padre  Pio  per- 
sonally and  studying  at  first-hand  the  miraculous 
powers  God  has  deigned  to  show  forth  in  this 
faithful  and  devoted  "alter  Christus." 


A  PRACTICAL  PRELATE 

A  certain  well-known  and  quite  down-to-earth 
Bishop  was  with  a  group  of  ecclesiastics  at  a  re- 
ligious conference.  After  the  more  intellectual 
part  of  the  evening  was  over,  the  assembled 
company  retired  to  an  excellent  buffet  supper.  A 
young  priest,  anxious  to  impress  the  Bishop  with 
a  sense  of  ascetics,  pointedly  observed,  "This  is 
the  time  to  put  a  bi'idle  on  our  appetites."  "Why, 
not  at  all,"  returned  the  Bishop  Avith  a  twinkle 
in  his  eye  "Rather  this  is  the  time  to  put  a  bit  in 
our  mouths." 


FIRST  "MISSION"  ON  CHRISTIAN  ISLAND 

"Sister,  Avhat  is  a  mission?"  That  was  the  big 
question  on  everyone's  lips  when  it  was  learned 
that  the  first  mission  ever  held  on  Christian  Island 
was  to  begin  on  April  27th.  The  faithful  church 
caretaker,  Mr.  Alex  Norton,  in  the  light  of  past 
experiences,  said:  "I  suppose  it  is  something  like 
the  Forty  Hours."  We  were  glad  to  get  this 
comparison,  as  it  helped  in  our  explanation  to 
others.  Since  the  Catholic  people  here  knew  so 
little  about  a  "mission,"  we  composed  an  ex- 
planatory letter  and  distributed  it  to  all  the 
Catholics  on  the  Island.  Also  everyone  we  met 
was  greeted  with :  "Did  you  hear  we  are  having 
a  mission  .  .  .  ?"  Hence,  by  the  time  the  mission 
started  most  of  the  people  had  at  least  a  hazy 
idea  of  what  it  was  all  about. 

The  pastor.  Rev.  J.  McDonough,  S.J.,  and  Rev. 
J.  Clark,  S.J.,  who  was  to  preach  the  mission, 
arrived  shortly  after  five  o'clock  on  Sunday 
afternoon  and  the  mission  was  opened  at  7 :30 
the  same  evening. 

Judging  by  the  number  who  showed  up  for  the 
first  sermon,  the  outlook  for  the  success  of  the 
mission  wasn't  very  hopeful.  However,  those 
who  came  were  urged  by  the  zealous  missionary 
to  bring  all  their  relatives  and  friends  and  by 
the  time  he  was  ready  to  give  the  sermon  on  "hell" 
practically  every  Catholic  on  the  Island  was 
present.  By  this  time  everyone  was  extremely 
interested  and  doing  his  best  to  get  all  his  friends 
Continued  on  Page  16 


Blessing  of  Babies,  Christian  Island. 


IT  IS  WELL  FOR  PEOPLE  WHO  THINK  TO  CHANGE  THEIR  MINDS  OCCASIONALLY  IN  ORDER  TO  KEEIP 

THEM  CLEAN. 
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THE  long  dreamed  of  goal  was  reached. 
After  weeks  and  months  of  planning,  Van- 
couver, B.C.  \va.s  a  reality  at  last.  My 
heart  was  light,  my  spirits  high  and  I  thanked 
the  good  God  for  the  great  gift  of  life.  The 
scenery  seemed  superb,  the  climate  so  moderate, 
in  fact  all  I  had  ever  read  or  heard  of  this  great 
country  was  true. 

How^ever,  every  joy  has  its  drop  of  bitterness. 
As  the  days  passed  into  weeks,  I  applied  and 
re-applied  at  the  various  bureaus  and  Labour 
Exchange  offices  with  no  success.  Even  after 
pocketing  my  European  pride  in  skilled  work- 
manship and  offering  to  accept  anything  in  an 
emergency,  there  was  still  no  job.  I  was  begin- 
ning to  feel  very,  very  disappointed  and  lone'y 
in  a  foreign  land. 

Then  on  a  certain  Thursday  evening,  a  fellow 


count I'y-man  in  much  the  same  i:redicament  as 
myself,  invited  me  to  come  along  with  him  to 
a  Club  conducted  by  Catholic  Sisters.  He  claimed 
these  good  Sisters  were  interested  in  immigrants 
from  all  countries. 

As  I  think  back  now,  that  was  the  beginning 
01  a  happy  ending!  Once  again  the  Sisters  in 
Grey — who  had  so  graciously  helped  me  on  my 
arrival  in  Halifax — were  extending  their  Christ- 
like charity  to  me.  Though  a  stranger  still,  I 
was  trying  to  strike  roots  into  the  adopted  land 
of  my  choice. 

The  Club  was  gaily  lighted.  Music  and  chat- 
ter were  in  the  air  upon  our  arrival.  I  was  in- 
vited to  sign  the  Guest  Book  and  then  to  my 
delight  was  introduced  to  a  group  of  smiling 
young  ladies  of  my  own  tongue.  It  was  not 
long  until  I  was  in  the  full  swing  of  things.  1 


A  Class  of  D.P's.  Studying  English 


More  D.P's.  Also  Studying  English  under  S.O.S.  guidance 


am  becoming  quite  Canadianized  in  my  phrasing. 
A  very  pleasant  evening  proved  to  be  but  the 
first  of  many  to  follow. 

The  classes  in  English  and  Citizenship  which 
I  found  were  taught  in  two  groups,  by  the  Sisters, 
previous  to  the  social  evening  ever,y  Thursday, 
gave  me  a  feeling  of  protection  and  care.  As  I 
had  no  knowledge  of  the  language  or  customs 
of  Canada,  the  patience  and  kindness  with  which 
both  these  subjects  were  imiparted  to  me  added 
greatly  to  my  consciousness  of  security. 

I  discussed  my  financial  quandary  with  Sister 
Superior  and  to  my  utter  surprise  found  that 
temporary  employment  was  also  a  service  rendered 
by  this  unique  and  God-sent  haven — 1715  West 
Eleventh  Avenue. 

Happily  for  me,  I  eventually  secured  work  with 
a  firm  which  was  in  need  of  a  man  with  my  pro- 
fession. There  is  plenty  of  opportunity  for  ad- 
vancement and  I  am  full  of  plans  for  the  future. 
However,  I  so  fully  realize  what  a  great  benefit 
the  Sisters  of  Service  were  to  me  when  I  most 
needed  friendship,  advice  and  help  that  the  de- 
sire to  share  my  happiness  and  experiences 
prompted  these  few  words. 


SOS  Teach  Religion  on  Lulu  Island 

44  Children  Confirmed 

On  Satui'day  mornings  as  we  turn  the  ear 
.'southward  to  Granville  Street  something  tells  us 
that  we'll  just  make  it  on  time.  Catechism  classes 
at  St.  Monica's  are  scheduled  to  begin*  at  9 :45  a.m. 
You  have  heard  of  the  thriving  parish  on  Lulu 
Island.  The  pastor  is  Reverend  Father  Cajetan  of 
the  Augmtinian  Order.  There,  once  a  week,  we 
teach  a  class  of  sixty  children  ranging  in  age  from 
five  to  fourteen  years. 

As  we  near  the  Priory  the  din  and  clatter  of 
young  voices  proclaim  that  two  loads  of  chil- 
dren have  arrived  and  we  know  that  Father  is 
out  in  St.  jMonica's  van  collecting  the  third  and 
last.  Brother  C.  is  surrounded  by  the  usual  group 
of  admiring  boys  as  he  works  in  the  well-kept 
vegetable  garden  or  among  the  trim  flower  beds. 
Better  still  when  he  is  in  the  kitchen! 

"We  park  the  car  and  down  to  meet  us  they 
come.  "Hi,  Sister,''  ''Good  morning.  Sister." 
Addy  hides  the  offending  revolver  and  George 
wants  to  know  if  we  brought  ^lack  his  yo-yo. 
Five-year-old  Ronnie  bursts  forth  in  praise  of 


LIFE'S  EVENING  WIIX  TAKE  ITS  CHARACTER  PROM  THE  I>AY   THAT   PRECEDED  IT. 


JULY,  19  52 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


0 


his  new  baby  sister  and  little  Joe  says :  "My 
nephew  looks  like  me  and  I  hope  he'll  stay  that 
way." 

In  class  the  children  respond  well  to  our  in- 
struction. Some  belong  to  newly-arrived  immi- 
grant families,  but  the  language  handicap  is  very 
temporary  for  New-Canadian  children.  The 
pastor's  unfailing  visit  to  the  class-rooms  is  the 
highlight  of  their  morning  and  they  are  his 
pride  and  joy.  At  his  reqiiest  we  taught  every 
morning  during  Easter  week  as  the  date  set  for 
Confirmation  was  drawing  near. 

On  Sunday,  April  27th,  at  11  a.m..  His  Excel- 
lency, Archbishop  Duke,  said  Mass  in  St.  Monica's 
Church  and  confirmed  44  children.  Befofe  ad- 
ministering the  Sacrament,  His  Excellency  spoke 
kindly  to  the  class  and  put  the  usual  test  ques- 
tions— a  time  of  vivid  interest  to  clergy  and  con- 
gregation alike.  When  the  ceremonies  were  over 
there  was  a  procession  from  Church  to  Priory, 
followed  by  luncheon. 

Several  times  we  have  been  with  the  good 


people  of  St.  Monica's  at  these  social  gatherings 
and  we  have  always  admired  their  kindness  and 
co-operation.  How  greatly  the  children  enjoy 
having  tables  all  to  themselves  and  heaps  of 
good  things  to  eat.  The  presence  of  the  Arch- 
bishop at  the  nearby  head-table  doesn't  embarrass 
them  at  all. 

Later  we  met  the  parents.  Among  them  were 
^Ir.  and  ]\Irs.  Van  Aert  recently  arrived  from 
Holland  with  their  14  children.  Five  children 
of  the  family  are  in  our  catechism  classes.  Bo^h 
parents  speak  some  English  and  it  was  a  pleasure 
to  talk  to  them.  Mr.  Van  Aert  told  us  that  so 
many  people  nowadays  moving  into  a  new  place 
look  for  the  nearest  beer  parlour,  but  their  first 
concern  was  to  locate  the  Catholic  Church  and 
school. 

When  we  left  the  Priory  a  dark  morning  had 
turned  into  a  sunny  afternoon.  The  children 
waved  us  good-bye.  They  will  have  two  free 
Saturdays  and  then  we  shall  return  to  prepare  a 
class  for  First  Holy  Communion  in  June. 
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SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
GREET  IMMIGRANTS  AT 
THE  PORT  OF  HALIFAX 


All  is  quiet  in  the  Social  Service  Room  at 
tlie  Inmiigration  Building'.  The  silence  is 
broken  only  by  the  tap,  tap  of  the  type- 
writers as  the  Port  workers  of  the  different 
denominations  relay  to  proper  authorities  the 
information  obtained  from  the  immigrants  ar- 
riving at  this  Port.  During  the  first  four  months 
of  this  year  81  ocean  liners  docked  at  Halifax 
bringing  to  our  land  peoples  from  almost  evei'y 
coimtry  of  Europe.  What  life  histories  could 
be  written  of  the  tragedies  of  some  of  these  poor 
people,  who  have  escaped  from  one  country  to 
another  in  search  of  a  home ! 

Fear  of  the  Unknown 

We  who  have  never  experienced  the  pain  of 
emigration  will  never  understand  the  fears  of 
these  immigrants.  How  often  have  we  listened 
to  the  same  story,  ".  .  .  the  nearer  we  got  to 
Canada,  the  harder  we  prayed  to  the  Mother 
of  God,  that  she  would  send  someone  to  help  us 
in  this  strange  land."  What  joy  fills  their  anxious 
hearts,  when  on  arrival  they  are  welcomed  by  the 
Sisters  who  speak  to  them  in  their  mother  tongue 
and  are  assured  that  every  assistance  Avill  be 
given  them.  During  the  few  short  hours  the 
immigrants  spend  at  the  Port,  the  Sisters  go  to 
each  individually  and  if  they  are  Catholic,  how 
gladly  they  give  their  names  and  addresses,  know- 
ing that  our  Mother  the  Church  will  care  for  them 
as  she  once  did  in  their  own  country. 

The  Rosary  a  Link 

In  the  Social  Service  Room,  the  ladies  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  distribute  Catholic 
literature  in  the  language  of  the  people,  rosaries, 
medals  and  religious  pictures.  Addresses  of 
priests  of  their  own  nationalities  in  the  cities 


where  they  are  going  are  also  given  to  them. 
These  poor  people  who  have  been  deprived  of 
the  consolation  of  religion  for  so  long,  appre- 
ciate what  is  done  for  them.  One  old  lady,  when 
given  a  Rosary,  pressed  it  to  her  heart  and  ex- 
claimed, "just  like  back  home."  The  Rosary  was  a, 
link  between  the  old  world  and  the  new.  A 
friendly  greeting,  a  little  religious  article  given 
to  them  at  the  very  entrance  to  this  country 
makes  the  Catholic  exile  feel  at  home. 

Especiall.y  during  the  first  few  months  in 
Canada  the  immigrant  is  anxious  to  learn  and 
to  do  what  Canadians  are  doing.  Who  knows 
but  that  in  generations  to  come,  the  tradition  of 
saying  the  Rosary  among  New  Canadians  may  be 
due  to  the  fact  that  they  were  given  a  Rosary 
at  the  port  of  entry  and  encouraged  to  say  it. 
We  do  not  hope  to  remove  all  the  difficulties 
from  the  lives  of  the  immigrants  by  assisting  them 
at  the  Port  or  by  giving  them  a  Rosary,  but  we 
are  putting  something  back  into  their  lives  that 
will  help  them  to  bear  the  difficulties  of  life  in 
a  Christ-like  manner.  Our  Holy  Father  has  said, 
"With  all  our  strength  and  with  every  means  we 
must  strive  to  preserve  good  homes,  to  restore 
wrecked  and  broken  homes  to  their  former 
vigor  and  re-establish  them  in  Christ.  Such 
an  aim  can  be  attained  by  a  most  efficacious 
remedy — namely  family  prayer  in  the  family 
circle."  The  immigrants  are  building  new  homes 
in  a  new  land ;  let  us  help  them  model  their  homes 
on  the  Holy  Home  of  Nazareth.  All  this  work 
at  the  Port  is  only  a  beginning.  H  followed  up 
it  may  have  far-reaching  results. 

Harbour  Highlights 

Would  you  like  to  come  with  us  to  the  large 
Immigration  Building,  wliere  hundreds  of  im- 
migrants are  gathering? 
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"All  Safe" 

Gertrude  had  just  arriA^ed  from  Germany  and 
was  looking  for  a  postage  stamp  to  send  the 
"all's  well"  letter  across  the  ocean  to  her  anxious 
mother.  Having  attended  to  this,  we  inquired  if 
she  was  a  Catholic.  "No,"  she  replied,  somewhat 
hesitantly.  Then  after  a  pause  explained,  "But 
I  am  going  to  be."  Here,  we  decided,  was  a 
statement  just  asking  for  further  investigation. 
Unhesitatingly  the  story  behind  the  statement 
was  told. 

One  of  a  family  of  five,  her  father  had  been 
a  Catholic,  but  had  married  outside  the  Catholic 
Church.  The  children  naturally  followed  their 
mother  to  her  Church.  In  time,  however,  the 
oldest  girl  met  a  good  Catholic  boy.  took  in- 
structions, and  was  married  in  the  Catholic 
Church.  Shortly  after  this  the  father  became  ill 
— so,  ill  that  there  was  no  hope  of  recovery.  On 
his  deathbed  he  was  reconciled  to  the  faith,  made 
his  confession,  and  received  Viaticum. 

What  transpired  between  her  father  and  mother 
during  the  last  few  moments  of  her  father's  life 
Gertrude  did  not  know,  but  shortly  after  the 
funeral  the  mother,  calling  her  children  around 
her,  said,  "During  the  last  moments  of  your 
father's  life  he  said  to  me  T  shall  never  be  happy 
untill  my  family  become  Catholics.'  "  So,  telling 
the  two  older  girls  to  decide  for  themselves,  she 
took  the  two  children  and  began  instructions. 
At  the  time  these  three  made  their  first  Holy 
Communion,  the  other  sister  sought  admission  to 
the  Catholic  Church. 

Now  there  remained  only  Gertrude,  and  as  she 
was  making  plans  for  Canada,  she  decided  to 
wait  until  she  reached  her  new  home. 

Gladly  we  gave  her  the  address  of  a  priest  i]i 
the  city  of  her  choice.  When  we  asked  what 
colour  Rosary  she  would  like  she  replied :  "I 
think  I  would  like  a  green  one,  because  in  the 
Church  green  is  the  colour  of  hope,  isn't  it? 
"Could  she  say  the  Rosary?"  "Oh,  yes,"  was  the 
reply.  "You  see,  there  is  a  French  boy  from 
Canada  in  Germany,  and  he  taught  us  to  say  it. 
That  is  another  reason  why  I  want  to  begin  in- 
structions soon.  When  he  comes  back  to  Canada, 
if  I  am  a  Catholic,  we  will  be  married !" 

And  so  this  young  German  girl  will  settle  among 
Catholic  French  Canadians  and  her  father,  know- 

INDIFFERENCE  TO  THE  GIFTS  OF  GOD 


ing  that  the  last  of  his  family  is  safely  enrolled 
in  the  faith  of  her  fathers,  will  rest  happily. 

Milk  for  the  Baby 

They  were  a  typical  Italian  couple,  and  we  took 
them  and  their  four  children  to  the  port  nursery 
conducted  by  the  Red  Cross.  To  them  their 
children  are  their  Avealth  and  treasure,  and  they 
guard  their  "bambinos"  most  carefully.  When 
given  milk  for  the  children,  they  discussed  to- 
gether in  their  musical  language  the  suitability 
of  giving  it  to  the  baby.  At  last  they  seemed 
decided  what  to  do.  Oblivious  of  any  onlookers, 
"Papa"  sampled  it,  and  then  "Mama",  and  finally 
"Tested  and  Approved"  by  both,  the  baby  was 
allowed  to  have  it. 

Married  by  Proxy 

As  Ave  emerged  from  the  nursery,  Avhom  should 
Ave  meet  but  a  group  of  previous  arriA-als,  nCAv 
Canadians  of  a  fcAv  months.  All  of  them  were 
just  bubbling  over  Avith  joy  and  happiness,  be- 
cause after  anxious  AA'eeks  of  Avaiting  and  praying, 
news  had  come  that  the  fiance  of  one  of  these 
Avas  safely  across  the  border  into  freedom.  The 
ncAvs  could  not  come  to  this  girl  directly,  as  she 
herself  had  fled  her  coimtry,  leaving  all  behind. 
Only  from  her  mother  did  she  receive  the  ncAvs, 
as  there  Avas  no  Avay  of  communicating  Avith  him. 

Before  leaving  for  Canada  she  had,  in  the  same 
city  to  Avhieh  he  Avould  come,  made  all  the  ar- 
rangements with  the  Bishop,  and  left  all  the 
necessary  papers,  so  if,  and  AA'hen,  he  should 
arrive,  they  could  be  married  by  proxy.  We 
could  not  help  joining  in  the  rejoicing  over  this 
good  ncAvs.  Jokingly.  Ave  asked  about  the  date 
of  the  Avedding.  Laughingly  she  replied  that  it 
Avould  depend  on  her  fiance's  arrival  in  that 
city,  she  Avould  not  knoAv  the  date  until  all  Avas 
over. 

They  plan,  as  soon  as  possible  after  he  arrives 
in  Canada,  to  bring  out  her  mother,  so  that  the 
three  of  them  can  begin  a  ncAv  life  together. 

The  Chain  that  Binds 

Mary  Avas  from  Ireland,  a  bride  of  a  f cav  months, 
coming  to  join  her  husband,  Avho  had  left  shortly 
after  their  marriage,  to  prepare  a  home  in  Can- 
ada. She  and  an  acquaintance  ffom  the  ship — a 
non-Catholic  — Avere  having  difficulty  Avith  their 
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baggage.  Having  straightened  this  out,  we  in- 
quired if  she  had  a  Eosary.  "Yes,"  she  said,  but 
explained  that  through  years  of  use  it  had  now- 
fallen  apart,  and  she  would  appreciate  a  new 
one.  When  we  learned  that  she  was  a  j'oung 
bride,  we  decided  to  give  her  one  of  our  very 
special  white  rosaries,  besides  a  picture  for  her 
new  home,  and  magazines  for  the  trip.  Kissing 
the  crucifix,  she  became  more  and  more  excited 
over  the  welcome  given  by  the  Catholic  Churcli 
to  newcomers.  "Oh,  this  is  wonderful, — wonder- 
ful !  I  never  dreamed  of  anything  like  this.  I 
can  scarcely  believe  it !"  All  this  was  inter- 
spersed, again  and  again  by  kissing  the  beads 
and  promising:  "I  shall  say  the  first  five  decades 
for  you,  just  as  soon  as  I  get  on  the  train.  Oh,  I 
never  miss  saying  the  beads,  but  today  I  shall  say 
them  again  for  you.  I  think  it  is  marvellous  the 
way  we  Catholics  are  looked  after  by  the  Church 
when  we  arrive." 

Her  enthusiasm  was  contagious, — we  too  fell: 
the  power  of  the  rosary,  that  prayerful  link 
binding  us  all  together, — Mary  and  all  tlie  other 
people  we  would  meet  that  day — at  the  feet 
of  that  other  Mary,  the  Queen  of  the  Rosary. 

What  her  companion  thought  of  all  this  de- 
votion we  did  not  ask,  but  she  could  not  help 
being  drawn  into  that  light  of  faith  and  love, 
burning  so  brightly  before  Protestant  and 
Catholic  alike, — the  flame  of  her  Irish  faith  and 
love  of  her  Mother  Mary. 

Then  there  was  a  Diatch  family — father,  mother 
and  ten  children.  They  were  going  on  a  farm 
in  Eastern  Canada,  and  set  off  in  high  spirits 
(with  all  the  baggage  that  only  a  Dutch  family 
can  bring)  on  the  short  train  journey  that  would 
bring  them  to  their  new  Canadian  home.  We 
bade  them  good-bye  and  asked  God  to  bless  and 
protect  them,  thinking  to  ourselves,  "What  a 
lovely  wholesome  family !"  Just  two  nights  later 
(in  the  midst  of  a  teenage  social)  who  should 
arrive  at  our  Convent  but  the  Dutch  family ! 
What  could  we  do  with  a  family  of  twelve  at  that 
time  of  night !  We  could  feed  them,  which  we 
did,  one  and  all !  Then  we  phoned  Immigration 
Authorities  and  as  always  received  whole-hearted 
co-operation.  Within  an  hour  the  family  was 
on  its  way  to  the  Immigration  Building  each 

IT  IS  USELESS  TO  STUDY  TRUTHS  ABOUT  GOD  AND 
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The  Dutch  Family  who  put  "first  thiugs  first." 

carrying  a  little  pack,  while  one  boy  had  two 
pairs  of  wooden  shoes  slung  over  his  shoulder. 
Why  did  they  return?  "Because  the  Catholic 
Church  was  too  far  away."  Here  was  one  immi- 
grant family  who  put  first  things  first. 

Settlement  Service  people,  i.e.,  immigrants  who 
pay  their  own  passage  and  have  security  for  a 
limited  time,  sometimes  create  a  minor  diftieulty 
when  it  comes  to  locating  them.  Therefore,  im- 
mediately after  the  departure  of  the  immigrant 
train,  the  first  notifications  to  be  sent  out  are 
those  listed  as  Settlement  Service,  fiances,  and 
mixed  marriages.  We  realize  Settlement  Service 
people  are  among  those  who  need  immediate 
attention  since  they  seldom  remain  long  in  the 
city  to  which  they  were  destined. 

It  is  due  to  the  zeal  and  foresight  of  the  Port 
Chaplain,  Reverend  Anthony  Deslauriers,  S.J., 
that  we  receive  Catholic  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines in  the  following  languages:  Polish,  German, 
Ukrainian,  Czech,  Slovak,  Slovenian,  Lithuanian, 
Italian,  Crotian,  Hungarian,  Dutch,  Belgian, 
French  and  English.  These  are  received  free 
from  the  publishers  in  Canada  and  the  U.S.A. 
Assorting  the  papers  and  magazines  as  well  as 
keeping  the  rack  in  order  and  up  to  date  is  a 
small  but  important  task  that  must  be  performed 
Continued  on  Page  16 
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PERHAPS  backing  out  of  Edson  is  not  the 
ideal  setting"  for  Avriting  the  Edits  but  it  does 
provide  the  opportunity  and  I  must  say  gives 
one  a  different  perspective.  Of  course  backing 
out  is  not  the  normal  mode  of  departure,  at  least 
not  this  spring  Avhen  Heaven  so  blessed  us  with 
June  weather  in  April.  Usually  our  "Alleluias" 
are  raised  to  the  tune  of  roaring  motors  and  the 
shouts  of  harrassed  motorists  trying  to  extricate 
themselves  and  their  ears  from  the  knee-deep 
mud.  Not  so  this  year !  The  birds  arrived  during 
Holy  Week  and  dust  came  to  sprinkle  the 
Easter  Bonnets.  But  nevertheless,  I  am  backing 
out.  because  the  train  is  crowded.  The  topcoat 
and  bag  on  the  seat  opposite  me  would  not  pro- 
test if  I  moved  them  but  maybe  their  owner  would 
if  he  returned  to  find  me  in  his  place  trying  to 
keep  my  eyes  on  a  wobbly  pencil  over  a  still  more 
wobbly  paper  and  my  mind  on  St.  John's  Hos- 
pital as  it  dissolves  into  the  trees  with  amazing 
speed. 

Where  Are  the  Cleaners? 

We  made  the  usual  strong  and  brave  attempt 
at  spring  cleaning  as  soon  as  the  mild  weather 
arrived,  and  had  hoped  to  overpower  the  foe 
by  force  of  numbers.  Alas !  Like  the  "Ten  Little 
Indians",  the  staff  disappeared  by  "ones"  to  the 
very  last  line  "And  then  there  was  none".  I  am 
the  last  "one",  by  the  way.  Ah  well,  we'll  prob- 
ably start  again  when  the  number  of  patients 
goes  down  and  the  helpers  come  up.  Anyway  this 
must  have  been  a  short  year;  it  seems  no  time 
since  we  finished  last  year's  session. 

We  did  get  as  far  as  the  lawn  one  evening 
with  a  supply  of  rakes  and  spades  to  play  havoc 
Avith  last  year's  grass  and  weeds.  The  next 
morning  two  lucky  sisters  followed  up  by  burning 
the  grass.  They  enjoyed  the  sun  and  fresh  air 
until  about  eleven  o'clock  when  one  had  to  come 
in  to  assist  at  a  Caesarean  Section  and  Sister  was 
left  holding  the  fort.  She  had  her  hands  full 
for  a  while  controlling  the  fire,  pi'obably  wishing 
all  the  while  that  she  were  twins.  I  often  wish 
the  same  thing  until  I  recall  that  it  would  mean 
accounting  for  two  stewardships  on  the  last  day. 
The  one  I  have  now  gives  me  more  than  enough 


trouble.  Anyway  the  grass  looks  as  fresh  and  the 
flower  beds  as  smooth  as  a  newly-washed  and 
combed  little  boy.  Needless  to  say,  it  can  revert 
to  its  old  self  almost  as  quickly  as  that  same  little 
boy  unless  we  follow  up  our  spring  splurge  with 
more  good  works. 

Smiles  'n  Chuckles 

And  speaking  of  little  boys,  we  had  quite  an 
epidemic  of  them  and  little  girls  too  during  the 
past  winter.  They  were  all  little  darlings — that 
statement  is  a  result  of  the  changed  perspective — 
and  the  one  in  charge  of  pediatrics  never  lacked 
entertainment.  Not  too  long  ago  Sister  was 
taking  temperatures  and  when  she  came  to  little 
Dale  who  had  had  a  tonsillectomy  that  morning 
he  began  to  squirm  into  the  furthest  corner  of  his 
crib.  "This  doesn't  hurt.  Dale,  it's  not  a  needle. 
I  just  want  to  take  your  temperature."  "I  haven't 
any  tem'cher.  They  took  it  out  this  morning." 
During  Easter  week  Sister  Superior  gave  the  little 
up-patients  a  surprise  pai'ty  with  ice  cream, 
cookies  and  pop.  Later  on  she  happened  to  be 
telling  someone  how  they  had  enjoyed  the  ice 
cream,  pop  and  what-not  when  one  of  the  little 
ones  looked  up  with  questioning  eyes,  "Did  we 
have  what-not  V  Eight-year-old  Donald,  on  being 
asked  where  his  parents  went  to  church  replied 
"They  don't  go  to  church,  they  go  to  the  pil- 
grimage." The  pilgrimage  to  Lac  Ste.  Anne  on 
July  26  is  seemingly  the  religious  act  of  the  year 
to  many  Lidians.  Beside  it  Sunday  Mass,  Easter 
Duty  and  Abstinence  pale  into  insignificance. 

But  there  is  good  seed  which  lands  on  good 
soil  too.  During  the  winter  an  old  man  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  hospital  with  a  chronic  heart  con- 
dition and  no  "folks."  We  gave  him  a  Daily 
Prayer  Card  with  prayers  suitable  for  patients 
of  any  religious  belief,  which  he  i«ead.  A  few 
days  before  he  died  he  asked  to  be  received  i)ito 
the  church.  He  was  baptized,  died,  and  we 
trust  received  into  Heaven.  What  joy  for  a  poor 
and  lonely  old  man !  At  about  the  same  time 
Sister  was  trying  to  bring  the  realization  of  ap- 
proaching death  to  another  old  man.  "^Fr.  ^L, 
Continued  on  Page  12 
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"TIS  THE  MONTH  OF  OUR  MOTHER" 

ROSARY  HALL  ACTIVITIES  IN  MAY 


Tea  With  Home  Cooking 

MAY',  the  beautiful  month  of  our  Lady,  has 
always   been   filled   with   activities  at 
Rosary  Hall,  Ottawa,  and  this  year  was 
no   exception.     Two  big  events   were   held  on 
May  3rd  and  -1th,  respectively,  both  being-  very 
successful. 

The  first  event  was  our  annual  tea  sponsored 
by  the  Rosary  Hall  Girls'  Club.  The  day  was 
beautiful,  though  in  the  early  part  of  the  morn- 
ing the  sky  was  very  dull  and  everyone  was 
saying  a  secret  '"Ave"  that  our  Lady  wouldn't 
fail  us.  Before  long  the  sun  was  shining  brightly. 
The  Sisters  and  girls  worked  together  all  Satur- 
day morning,  and  before  the  morning  was  over 
the  tea  table  was  daintily  set  in  our  large  recre- 
ation room,  where  between  the  two  bay  windows 
was  a  beautifully  decorated  shrine  made  to 
honour  our  Blessed  Mother.  In  the  girls'  dining 
room  was  a  colourfuUy  decorated  home-cooking 
table. 

At  three  o'clock  the  door  bell  rang  and  we  knew 
the  guests  were  beginning  to  arrive.  Sister 
Superior  and  Joan  Lorente,  the  club  president, 
received  them  at  the  door.  From  then  on  there 
was  a  continual  stream  of  guests  until  six  o'clock. 
The  home-cooking  table  was  a  favorite  place  of 
meeting,  as  everyone  wanted  to  buy  the  appe- 
tizing home-cooked  dainties,  all  of  which  had 
been  donated.  The  girls  from  the  club  were 
charming  hostesses  and  all  the  guests  expressed 
their  appreciation  of  the  wonderful  spirit  of 
friendliness. 

Day  of  Recollection 

Sunday,  May  the  4th,  another  beautiful  day, 
was  the  girls'  Day  of  Recollection  given  under 
the  spiritual  guidance  of  Rev.  Father  Carley. 
The  day  began  with  the  celebration  of  holy  Mass 
at  nine  o'clock,  followed  by  breakfast.  At  break- 
fast and  again  at  lunch  a  spiritual  book  was 
read  bv  one  of  the  girls.  Father  Carlev  gave  three 


Day  of  Recollection,  Ottawa. 

inspiring  talks,  one  in  the  morning  after  break- 
fast and  two  in  the  afternoon.  His  talks  centered 
around  devotion  to  our  Blessed  Lady  and  he 
stressed  the  importance  of  imitating  Mary. 

After  the  last  conference  while  the  girls  sang 
the  hymn,  "Bring  J'lowers  of  the  Rarest,"  Miss 
^larlene  Kennedy,  accompanied  by  Miss  Joan 
Lorente,  crowned  the  statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Grace.  After  they  returned  to  their  places 
Father  Carley  led  the  prayer,  "Act  of  Conse- 
cration to  Our  Blessed  Lady."  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  Benediction  in  the  chapel.  As  the 
closing  h.ymn,  "On  this  Day,  0  Beautiful  Mother," 
was  being  sung  one  realized  that  everyone  pres- 
ent had  taken  literally  the  words  "On  this  day 
we  give  thee  our  love." 

New  Canadians 

Constant  visitors  at  Rosary  Hall  are  groups 
of  New  Canadians.  One  such  group  is  made  up 
of  Czechoslovakians.  These  people  have  estab- 
lished themselves  in  and  around  Ottawa.  They 
have  good  jobs,  send  their  children  to  parochial 
schools,  and  still  being  very  devoted  to  their 
own  country,  meet  at  our  house  for  national  holi- 
days. One  of  these  events  was  held  recently  to 
commemorate  the  death  of  theii'  former  president 
who  had  been  assassinated  bv  the  ("oiiimunists. 


GOD  LOVES  SOULS  TOO  WELL  TO  LET  THEM  BE  HAPPY  WHILE  THEY  SEEK  THEMSELVES. 
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much  working  up  after  the  long  hike.  "We  were 
all  having  such  a  good  time  when  we  realized 
it  was  time  to  return  home.  Although  extremely 
tired,  all  the  way  back  Ave  were  making  plans  for 
another  picnic  soon. 


Enjoying  the  Picnic 

Some  of  these  people  arrived  late  because  their 
children,  eighteen  in  all,  were  being  confirmed 
by  His  Excellency  Archbishop  Vachon  in  Hull. 

Another  group,  the  Lithuanians,  gathered  here 
a  few  days  later  to  celebrate  Mothers'  Day.  This 
is  a  large  group  and  after  their  ordinary  busi- 
ness meetiug  they  put  on  a  program.  Little 
Renata,  who  lived  here  when  she  and  her  mother 
first  came  to  Canada,  was  one  of  the  many  per- 
formers. She  delighted  the  audience  with  her 
piano  solos  and  her  recitations. 

Watching  the  advancement  of  these  New 
Canadians  in  their  new  countrj',  and  the  develop- 
ment of  their  little  children  into  real  Canadians 
is  an  inspiration  for  us  who  work  with  them 
and  for  them. 

A  Picnic 

On  the  morning  of  the  twenty-fourth  of  I\Iay 
the  rainy  weather  of  the  week  before  had  dis- 
appeared and  the  sun  was  shining  brightly. 
Sister  Siiperior  suggested  that  we  hurry  and 
prepare  a  lunch  to  go  on  a  picnic.  Before  you 
could  say  "Cock  Robin"  the  girls  and  the  Sisters 
were  waiting  for  the  street  car. 

Getting  off  at  the  end  of  the  trolley  line  we 
started  to  walk,  ever  so  often  stopping  to  inter- 
change parcels  which  contained  our  lunch.  Finally 
we  reached  the  desired  spot.  After  a  little  re- 
laxation the  girls  and  the  Sisters  played  a  game 
of  ball  to  work  up  an  appetite,  Avhich  didn't  need 


EDSON  EDITS 

Continued  from  Page  10 

do  you  know  the  Our  Father  ?"  "The  Our  Father  ? 
Sure."  And  then  he  began  haltingly,  "Our  Father, 
Who  art  in  Heaven,  hallowed  be  Thy  name  .  .  . 
Btit  yott  should  know  that  yourself,  you've  been 
preaching  all  your  life"  I  guess  he  wondered  why 
he  should  be  wasting  his  breath. 

"What's  Your  Temperature?" 

One  particularly  hectic  afternoon  poor  Sister 
rushed  back  from  prayers  to  the  iip-patients' 
ward.  She  began  taking  temperatures  and  plan- 
ning at  the  same  time  how  to  fit  a  heavy  schedule 
into  a  short  time.  A  half  dozen  thermometers 
were  placed  into  a  half  dozen  open  mouths  (our 
patients  are  always  co-operative),  and  as  she 
came  back  to  patient  number  one  to  record  his 
temperature,  pulse  and  respirations  what  was  her 
amazement  to  find  that  beneath  his  flushed  face 
he  was  wearing  street  clothes  instead  of  the  usual 
grey  pajamas  and  green  plaid  kimona !  In  her 
preoccupation  she  had  pointed  a  thermometer  at 
a  visitor  and  in  his  surprise  he  had  opened  his 
mouth ! 

"How  About  Being  a  Statue?" 

Last  Sunday  marked  a  historic  date  in  the 
history  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Parish  here.  The 
sod  was  broken  on  the  site  of  the  new  church. 
Soon  a  beautiful  new  and  larger  church  will 
replace  the  present  one  which  is  too  small  for 
the  growing  congregation.  Father  Dales,  a  past 
master  in  church  building,  is  here  to  direct  the 
work.  The  men  of  the  parish  are  proving  them- 
selves as  generous  in  donating  their  labour  as  the 
women  were  in  raising  funds  during  the  past 
winter.  Our  good  pastor  is  very  proud  of  his 
flock.  By  the  way,  he  is  soliciting  help  and  as 
an  added  incentive  to  generous  donors  has  prom- 
ised that  anyone  giving  $10,000.00  to  the  building 
fund  will  have  his  statue  in  the  church.  No 
crowding,  please ! 


WHEN  HAPPINESS  OR  SORROAV  BECOMES  CHRONIC,  IT  BECOMES  DANGEROUS. 
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CURRENT  EVENTS  AT  NO.  4 


W 


E  SEEM  to  have  had  a  very  busy  Spring 
at  the  Girls'  Residential  Club.  We  Avill 
tell  you  of  a  few  of  the  principal  events. 

Four  Little  Kittens 


You  would  like  to  know  about  Ike  and  Mike, 
Min  and  Gin.  We  have  had  no  report  on  Mike, 
but  Ike,  Min  and  Gin  are  nice  big  eats  now  and 
have  their  adoption  papers  completed  in  their 
foster  homes.  We  knew  you  would  be  pleased 
with  this  report  on  Mickey's  kittens. 

Day  of  Recollection 

On  Palm  Sunday,  Rev.  Father  Pape,  O.S.A.,  of 
Marylake  Retreat,  directed  the  Club  members 
through  a  Day  of  Recollection.  It  was  a  beauti- 
ful preparation  for  Holy  Week  and  Easter.  Holy 
Mass  was  offered  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  Mother 
House  Chapel  followed  by  breakfast,  conferences, 


spiritual  reading,  etc.  The  silence  was  faithfully 
observed  and  private  interviews  and  Confession 
available  to  the  retreatants  in  their  free  time. 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament 
brought  the  day  to  a  close  at  four  o'clock. 

Oldsters'  Reunion 

Twenty-nine  years  ago  when  the  Sisters  of 
Service  took  charge  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Girls'  Residential  Club,  then  known  as  the  Cath- 
olic Women's  Hostel,  immigration  was  flourishing 
and  the  girls  were  coming  on  each  boat  and  train 
to  earn  their  living  and  make  their  homes  in 
various  parts  of  Canada.  Many,  of  course,  re- 
mained in  Toronto.  The  Sisters  witnessed  many 
years  of  tears  and  struggles  with  loneliness,  dis- 
couragement and  joys  fhat  came  into  the  lives  of 
so  many  girls  who  made  "No.  4"  their  home. 

These  girls  have  married  and  raised  beautiful 


Group  Who  IMade  the  "Recollection  Day"  at  No.  4. 
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Happy  Gathering  of  "Old"  Club  Girls. 


on  "Love  and  Mixed  Marriages."  Basing  his 
talk  on  the  fact  that  "Life  is  learning  to  make 
the  right  choices,"  Father  MacGuigan  stressed 
the  point  that  a  mixed  marriage  is  not  intelligent 
either  for  the  Catholic  or  the  non-Catholic,  as  a 
mixed  marriage  puts  a  harrier  to  love,  and  the 
aim  and  goal  of  marriage  is  love.  As  religion 
comes  into  everything  that  a  Catholic  thinks  and 
does,  how  can  one  agree  to  the  non-Catholic's  view 
regarding  the  present  day  marriage  problems, — 
birth  control,  divorce,  etc.  The  Chnrch  does  not 
want  us  to  be  unhappy.  She  wants  us  to  be 
HAPPY.    Father  left  no  room  for  doubt  in  the 


children  for  the  Church  and  country.  They  have 
kept  in  contact  with  the  Club  throughout  the 
years  and  each  Christmas  Season  hold  a  reunion 
dinner  when  they  get  together  and  enjoy  them- 
selves recalling  the  past.  This  year,  due 
to  the  street  car  strike,  influenza,  etc.,  the  re- 
union dinner  was  postponed  until  March  and 
instead  of  a  Christmas  menu,  a  St.  Patrick's  one 
was  served.  Just  to  look  at  these  women,  some 
older  and  others  still  girlish,  who  have  succeeded 
against  numerous  odds,  who  have  made  their 
homes  and  raised  their  families,  makes  one  glad 
that  Canada  is  such  a  great  country.  Their 
laughter  and  fun  reminds  one  of : 

"Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasures 
While  the  landscape  round  it  measures  .  .  . 
Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe."  — Milton. 

A  daughter  of  one  of  the  original  group  (nee 
Annie  McDermit)  followed  her  mother's  example 
and  held  her  wedding  reception  in  the  Club's 
Reception  room.  Miss  Anne  Marie  McColgau 
became  the  bride  of  Jack  Burke  (three  years  in 
Canada  from  Ireland)  at  a  Nuptial  Mass  in 
Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  Church  on  May  10th.  It 
was  a  beauitfnl  Catholic  wedding. 

Communion  Breakfast 

The  guest  speaker  at  the  May  "Communion 
Breakfast"  was  the  Rev.  J.  E.  MacGuigan,  rector 

of  the  Jesuit  Seminary,  who  spoke  to  the  members  Wedding  Beiis 

A  ROLLING  STONE  GATHERS  NO  MOSS,  BUT  A  STANDING  ONE  IS  OFTEN  SAT  n»ON. 
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Club  Members  of  the  Present  Day 
Fii-st  Communion  Breakfast  at  No.  4. 


minds  of  his  hearers  as  to  the  fact  that  the 
Church  is  the  guardian  of  the  Sacrament  of 
Marriage  and  therefore  the  guardian  of  the  home 
and  family.  Miss  Joan  Connelly  (St.  John,  N.B.) 
introduced  the  speaker,  whom  we  were  indeed 
privileged  to  have,  and  Miss  Marguerite  Murphy 
(Douglas,  Out)  expressed  the  gratitude  of  the 
members  and  the  hope  that  Father  would  at  some 
future  time  again  address  their  meeting. 

May  Procession 

The  Procession  and  crowning  of  Our  Blessed 
Mother  took  place  on  the  last  Sunday  of  May. 
It  was  not  possible  to  go  through  the  garden  to 
the  outdoor  Shrine  as  in  past  years  as  it  rained 
throughout  Saturday  and  Sunday  morning.  In- 
stead the  procession  formed  before  the  lovely 
shrine  in  the  Reception  room  and  reciting  the 
Rosary  wended  its  way  to  the  Mother  House 
chapel.  Rev.  Father  Swain,  S.J.,  spoke  to  the 
members  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  in  such  a  way 
that  each  one  felt  nearer  and  dearer  to  Mary, 
her  own  dear  Mother.  Miss  Joan  Lu'.id  (Char- 
lottetown,  P.E.I.)  had  the  privilege  of  crowning 
Our  Blessed  Mother;  little  Miss  Kathleen  Mc- 
Govern  (Toronto)  carried  the  crown  on  a  silk 
cushion.  Miss  Marguerite  Schurter  (Walkerton, 
Ont.)  carried  the  banner,  assisted  by  Misses  Ita 
Keleher  (St.  John,  N.B.),  Hermine  Blazek  (Aus- 

TO  SAY  THE  RIGHT  THING  AT  THE  RIGHT 


tria),  Dorothy  Clarkin  (Charlottetown),  and 
Marja  Terwyn  (Holland).  Baskets  of  flowers  do- 
nated by  kind  and  generous  friends  were  carried 
by  "our  grandchildren"  the  little  daughters  of 
some  of  the  former  Club  members.  The  children 
were  dressed  in  white  and  wore  veils.  The  lovely 
ceremonv  was  brought  to  a  close  with  Benediction 
of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament.  As  in  past  years 
the  children  were  our  guests  at  dinner  and  some 
of  the  mothers  remained  also.  The  present  Club 
members  entertained  the  children  and  served 
tliem  at  dinner. 


The  Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary 

The  Auxiliary  members  have  been  very  faithful 
to  their  monthly  meetings  and  have  had  two 
Bingo  parties  and  a  Bridge  and  Euchre  Party 
which  were  very  well  attended.  At  the  last 
meeting  in  June  a  delightful  social  evening  was 
enjoyed  by  the  Auxiliary  members,  their  relatives 
and  friends.  These  Auxiliary  members,  although 
not  numerous,  are  to  be  congratulated  on  their 
enthusiastic  interest  and  spirit.  We  hope  that  in 
the  Fall  at  the  Membership  Tea  many  new  mem- 
bers will  join  with  the  present  ones  to  further 
and  assist  the  work  of  the  Sisters  in  their  various 
mission  posts. 

TIME,  KEEP  STLLL  MOST  OF  THE  TIME. 
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FIRST  "MISSION"  ON  CHRISTIAN  ISLAND 

Continued  from  Pag'e  2 


Children  Who  Made  the  Mission 

to  attend.  This  interest  led  to  a  humorous  in- 
cident after  one  of  the  sermons.  A  group  stand- 
ing on  the  church  steps  were  discussing  the  num- 
ber of  Indian  Catholics  on  the  Island.  One  of 
the  sisters  who  had  counted  them  just  before  the 
mission  settled  the  question  by  telling  them  there 
were  one  hundred  and  seventeen  Catholics.  At 
this  point  a  newcomer  joined  the  group  and  not 
having  heard  the  qualifying  word  "Indian"  said: 
"You're  wrong.  There  are  one  hundred  and 
eighteen  today.  Charles  Henry  Gauthier  was 
born  yesterday."  This  created  much  laughter,  as 
little  Charles  Henry  is  the  son  of  the  Indian 
Agent — a  pure-bred  paleface  Frenchman  ! 

We  had  fine  Aveather  during  the  three-day 
mission,  a  rare  thing  this  spring.  The  pastor  of 
the  mission,  Rev.  Father  MeDonough,  took  ad- 
vantage of  it  to  visit  all  the  families  and  urge 
them  to  attend.  This  accounts  in  large  measure 
for  the  one  hundred  per  cent  attendance  on  the 
second  and  third  days. 

Busy  as  he  was  with  visiting  homes,  baptisms, 
sermons,  confessions,  etc.,  the  missionary.  Father 
Clark,  gave  the  children  a  little  mission  of  their 
own,  taking  them  for  a  half  hour  each  morning 
and  afternoon.  He  also  blessed  the  pre-school 
cliiklren  and  infants  on  the  last  day. 

During  the  mission,  besides  the  instructions 

A  COLLEGE  EDUCATION  SELDOM  HURTS  A  MA^  IF 

AFTER  HE 


and  sermons,  Ave  had  two  Masses  each  day,  with 
Rosary  and  Benediction  in  the  evening,  and  the 
people  had  ample  opportunity  to  receive  the 
sacraments  of  Penance  and  Holy  Eucharist.  We 
are  sure  that,  as  Father  MeDonough  said  at  the 
close  of  the  mission,  "Only  in  eternity  will  we 
know  the  great  amount  of  grace  received  by  the 
people  of  Christian  Island  during  the  days  of  the 
mission." 

S.O.S.,  Christian  Island. 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  GREET  IMMIGRANTS 

Continued  from  Page  9 

before  the  arrival  of  each  boat.  The  immigrant 
is  always  anxious  to  know  the  mind  of  the 
country  and  thinking  he  must  use  his  best  Eng- 
lish, we  sometimes  hear,  "Please  Sister,  you  for 
me  one  fresh  paper — yes." 

The  Catholic  Women's  League  and  the  Knights 
of  Columbus  supply  the  Rosaries,  medals  and 
religious  pictures  that  are  distributed  at  the  pier. 

Assisting  immigrants  at  the  Port,  writing  down 
their  names  and  addresses,  initerpreting  tele- 
grams, answering  questions,  giving  information 
and  listening  to  their  stories  is  most  interesting 
and  sometimes  pleasant.  But  then  comes  the 
monotonous  task  of  referring  those  names  to  the 
Chancery  office  of  the  Diocese  to  which  the  im- 
migrant is  destined.  All  the  activity  at  the  Port 
would  be  of  little  avail  if  this  follow-up  work 
Avas  not  done.  It  is  in  fact  the  most  important 
part  of  our  Avork.  For  the  first  four  months  of 
this  year  39,806  immigrants  landed  at  the  Port 
of  Halifax  of  which  20,849  are  Catholic.  During 
that  same  period,  18,097  notifications  were  sent  to 
the  various  Bishops.  Each  family  is  listed  sepa- 
rately Avith  name  of  steamship,  date  of  arrival, 
name,  age  and  religion  of  husband  and  Avife  and 
children  and  any  other  information  that  might 
be  helpful. 


HE'S  WILLING  TO  LEARX  A  LITTLE  SOMETHING 
GRADUATES. 
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YOU  CAN'T  TAKE  IT  WITH  YOU 


THERE  is  in  your  possession,  or  hidden  in 
some  lawyer's  office,  a  document  which  is 
in  itself  a  revelation  of  your  own  mind  and 
heart.    That  document  is  your  '"Last  Will  and 
Testament."   It  reveals  the  drift  of  your  thoughts 
and  affections. 

There  is  a  word  repeated  at  the  beginning  of 
each  paragraph,  like  the  solemn  tolling  of  a  bell, 
which  reveals  the  nature  of  this  ultimate  expres- 
sion of  man's  will.   That  word  is  "I  leave"  

"I  leave."  Does  not  that  word  contain  an  epitome 
of  human  life?  Prom  his  early  youth  man  labours 
and  toils  to  earn  his  living  and  accumulate  money 
which  will  give  him  security  in  his  old  age.  He 
buys  a  bond,  and  then  another.  How  eagerly  he 
watches  his  savings  grow !  How  careful  he  is 
in  his  investments !  With  what  interest  does  he 
not  guard  his  property,  the  furniture  he  has 
bought  and  accumulated  along  the  course  of 
years,  the  family  heirlooms,  which  carry  with 
them  so  many  memories  of  happy  days !  Yet 
when  he  writes  or  dictates  to  a  lawyer  his  "Last 
Will  and  Testament"  he  fully  understands,  though 
at  times  reluctantly,  the  full  meaning  of  the 
words  "I  leave"  for  he  knows  that  "he  can't  take 
it  with  him." 

"Man  shall  go  into  the  house  of  his  eternity" 
(Eceles.  XH— 5).  Into  that  house  he  goes  alone. 
At  the  grave  he  sheds  all  the  trappings  of  life. 
The  body  "returns  to  dust  from  whence  it  came 
and  the  soul  returns  to  God  who  gave  it."  (Eceles. 
XII — 7).  Death  is  the  most  individual  experi- 
ence of  each  single  person.  To  many  "life  moves 
forward  as  something  fortuitous  and  inconclusive" 


(K.  Stern).  And  yet  death  is  the  only  true  con- 
clusion of  one's  life.  Life  is  then  seen  in  its  fu'.l 
revelation  and  its  true  perspective.  Your  last 
will  and  testament  will  then  reflect  somewhat 
the  part  religion  played  in  your  life. 

The  reading  of  a  "Will"  takes  on  something  of 
the  solemnity  of  death  itself.  How  the  family 
circle  listen  attentively  to  each  clause,  weighing 
the  value  of  each  word.  Nothing,  they  all  know, 
can  ibreak  or  alter  this  expression  of  your  last 
will.  The  law  of  the  land  protects  it  against  the 
inroads  of  cupidity.  "What  you  have  written 
is  written."  Nothing  can  be  changed.  Death 
has  sealed  it.  "Where  a  bequest  is  concerned  the 
death  of  the  testator  must  needs  play  its  part ; 
a  Will  has  no  force  while  the  testator  is  alive  and 
only  comes  in  force  with  death."  wrote  St.  Paul 
to  the  Hebrews.  (Heb.  IX— 17). 

I  leave  I  leave  but  to  whom  ?  

this  is  the  secret  of  your  Will.  That  those  to 
whom  you  were  bound  by  family  ties  or  friend- 
ship should  be  the  beneficiaries  is  but  reasonable 
and  to  be  expected.  As  these  legacies  reveal  the 
affections  of  your  heart  and  the  appreciation  of 
those  to  whom  they  go,  it  is  but  natural  to  ask  if 
the  Church  will  share  in  them.  After  all  the 
Church  is  your  spiritual  mother.  To  her  you  owe 
all  that  really  counts  at  the  hour  of  death.  The 
Will  that  does  not  remember  the  Church  is  not 
the  Will  of  a  true  Catholic,  said  Cardinal  ]\Ian- 
ning.  To  plough  back  in  the  Church's  mission 
fields  some  of  our  life's  earnings  is  an  assurance  of 
an  eternal  harvest  in  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  were  esta'blished  to  lu'lp 


GET  GOOD  OOUNSEIL  BEFORE  YOU  BEGIN,  AND 
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the  home  missions  of  Canada.  The  bequests  the 
Institute  received  from  many  mission-minded 
Catliolies  are  responsible  to  a  large  extent  for  its 
expansion  "from  sea  to  sea."  These  bequests, 
often  from  unknown  friends,  remain  one  of  the 
most  consoling  factors  of  its  establishment.  May 
the  grace  of  God  inspire  you  to  take  a  share  in 
their  missionary  endeavour  by  leaving  to  them  a 
bequest  which  will  be  the  lengthened  shadow  of 
your  life. 

Blessed  is  the  Will  in  which  God  and  His 
Church  are  generously  remembered.  It  remains  as 
that  afterglow  that  colors  the  heaven  when  the 
sun  sinks  below  the  horizon. 


OUR  THIRTIETH 
MILESTONE 

The  15th  of  August  was  the  30th  Birthday  of 
the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  This  is 
another  milestone  in  the  short  history  of  our  mis- 
sionary endeavour.  The  march  of  time  halted, 
as  it  were,  to  allow  us  to  glance  over  the  past  and 
prepare  us  for  a  greater  future. 

Our  first  thought  was  that  of  thanksgiving. 
How  beautiful  sounded  the  Te  Deum— that  paen  of 
gratitude  that  rose  from  thankful  hearts  on  every 
S.O.S.  mission  from  Halifax  to  Vancouver  on  the 
morning  of  the  beautiful  Feast  of  Our  Lady's 
Assumption.  All  the  Sisters  scattered  through- 
out the  land  were  one  with  us  on  that  day. 

Providence  has  been  indeed  kind  to  us  during 
these  years,  allowing  us  to  stretch  our  line  of 
battle  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  In  every 
one  of  our  houses  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  was 
offered  to  commemorate  our  thirtieth  anniver- 
sary. Those  who  shared  the  most  in  this  holy 
Sacrifice  were  our  friends  and  benefactors.  After 


God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  it  is  to  them  we  owe 
the  increase  of  our  foundations. 

Facing  the  future  we  hope  with  God's  help  our 
Institute  will  grow  and  be  a  help  to  Mother 
Church.  The  need  of  vocations  is  great,  the 
demands  for  foundations  growing.  To  the  youth 
of  our  land  we  send  the  cry  of  the  Macedonians  to 
St.  Paul :  "Come  and  help  us." 

A  Special  Tribute 

On  our  Vancouver  mission  Sister  Barbara  Ko- 
walski  had  the  privilege  of  renewing  her  vows 
on  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption.  The  anniversary 
Mass  was  celebrated  by  Reverend  Father 
Sweeney,  O.M.I. ,  pastor  of  St.  Augustine's  Church. 
After  the  Te  Deum  had  been  sung.  Father  ad- 
dressed the  Sisters  as  follows: 

My  Dear  Sisters: 

Allow  me  to  take  this  opportunity  to  join  with 
your  many  friends  in  offering  sincere  congratula- 
-  tions  on  the  Thirtieth  Anniversary  of  your  birth  as 
a  Religiousi  Congregation,  and  also  to  congratulate 
the  Sister  who  has  this  morning  renewed  her  Vows. 

If  you  were  in  one  of  your  larger  Houses  such  as 
Toronto,  you  would  be  surrounded  by  many  who 
know  your  work  well  and  appreciate  it.  But  do  not 
think  you  are  not  appreciated  in  this  diocese  by  those 
with  whom  you  have  been  in  contact.  I  could  well 
add  congratulations  of  the  Archbishop,  the  priests  and 
the  people  who  are  so  cognizant  of  your  work.  You 
have  been  blessed  by  God  these  thirty  years  and  the 
proof  of  it  is  the  many  requests  made  by  Bishops  to 
have  you  in  their  diocese.  Your  numbers  will  not 
allow  the  extension  of  your  work  which  has  become 
so  well-known  and  useful.  Many  souls  would  not 
have  known  the  consolation  of  religion  had  it  not 
been  for  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  many  lonely 
placesi  of  this  country,  places  where  the  only  contact 
with  religion  has  been  through  the  services  rendered 
by  you. 

Those  who  have  first  known  this  country  as 
strangers  and  foreignei-s,  those  who  experience  the 
lonesomeness  of  the  city  for  the  first  time,  those  who 
have  been  imprisoned  because  of  the  weakness  of  the 
flesh,  those  who  have  difficulties  of  so  many  kinds, 
all  have  found  you  to  be  their  friends  and  these 
same  will  never  forget  you. 

Thirty  years  is  a  short  time  in  the  liistory  of  a 
Religious  group  and  yet  you  have  been  admired  and 
wanted  because  your  very  inception  was  based  on  the 
great  virtue  of  Charity  which  is  known  best  by 
service.  There  is  no  doubt  that  God  needs  you  and 
there  is  still  less  doubt  that  He  will  find  you  where 
you  are  needed  most. 

May  your  work  continue  to  prosper.  May  each 
mission  be  considered  as  a  diamond  in  the  royal 
crown  of  God's  Glory  until  time  is  no  more. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


Peaceful  Octave 

Our  midsummer  Ketreat,  begun  on  the  Feast 
of  the  Transfiguration — a  most  appropriate  day 
(for  who  doesn't  hope  to  emerge  permanently 
transfigured?)  was  preached  by  Reverend  T. 
Chidlow,  C.Ss.R.  It  was  all  it  could  be  to  help  in 
the  balancing  of  the  past  year's  spiritual  assets 
and  liabilities.  All  benefitted  from  his  confer- 
ences, from  the  jubilarians  to  the  postulants  of 
a  few  short  weeks.  The  Novice  IMistress  and  two 
little  non-retreatants  catered  so  willingly  and  eft  - 
ciently  to  our  physical  well-being,  and  nature  a',  as 
so  generous  in  tempering  the  weather  that  it  v,  a-, 
easy  to  think  (the  silence  of  Retreat  held  on'' 
tongues)  with  the  Apostles  on  Mt.  Tabo?'  "Lord 
it  is  good  for  us  to  be  here." 


Reception  of  Habit 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption  at  a 
beautifully  simple  but  impressive  ceremony,  five 
young  ladies  received  the  habit:  Sister  Kathleen 
Allen,  North  Bay,  Out.;  Sister  Jeanette  Kinch, 
Tignish,  P.E.I. ;  Sister  Agnes  Sanregret,  St.  Cyr 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Lake,  Sask. ;  Sister  Rita  Patenaude,  Toronto,  and 
Sister  June  Caillier,  Arnprior,  Ont. 

Father  Daly,  from  the  sanctuary  presented  each 
one  with  a  habit,  previously  blessed,  when  in 
answer  to  his  question :  "]\Iy  child,  what  do  yon 
desire?"  each  in  turn  asked  that  she  be  allowed 
to  wear  the  habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Five 
little  blaek-frocked,  white-veiled  postulants  left 
the  chapel,  each  proundly  carrying  her  heart's 
desire — the  livery  of  Christ.  In  record  time  five 
little  sisters  dressed  in  grey  returned,  while  the 
choir  sang  "Veni,  Sponsa  Christi."  It's  surely  a 
streamlined  age,  even  in  the  Convent.  How  was 
the  change  effected  so  quickly !    They  all  ap- 


Newly  Protesse<l 
Sister  Pelletier  Sister  Ready 


BEAUrrPUTj  YOUNG  PEOiPI.B  ARK  A«^I>ENTS  OF  NATURE.  BUT  BEAUTIFUL  OLD  PEOPLE  ARE  WORKS 

OF  ART. 
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Finally  l'i<)r<'>^«'tl 
Sister  Keansbury  Sister  Sullivan 


peared  again  the  follo\vii]<f  iiioruingv  gi'cy  and  neat 
and  happy,  to  take  tlieii-  places  in  the  front  jv'ws 
of  the  chapel  with  those  to  be  professed. 

Profession 

The  Feast  Day  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Pa+her 
Bowling,  S.J.  at  nine  o'clock.  Once  again  the 
Novitiate  resounded  with  Our  Lady's  praises 
when  the  music  for  the  beautiful  ]\Liss  of  hei'  As- 
sumption soared  heavenward  in  "tones  most  won- 
drous sweet."  When  the  silvery  notes  of  the 
joyful  Introit  "Siguum  in  caelo"  echoed  through 
Heaven's  court,  surely  the  Mother  of  God  must 
have  smiled  approvingly  on  Monsignor  .1.  E. 
Ronan,  for  his  unflagging  zeal  in  teaching  us 
liturgical  chant  over  such  a  long  period  of  tinu^ 

Father  Daly  presided  at  the  profession  cere- 
mony which  took  place  immediately  after  the 
Mass.  Father  Chidlow  and  Father  Dowling  as- 
sisted in  the  sanctuary.  First  vows  were  made 
by  Sister  Adrienne  Pelletier,  Woodstock,  N.B. 
and  Sister  Margaret  Ready^  Tignish,  P.E.I.  Per- 
petual vows  were  taken  by  Sister  LLiry  Reans- 
bury,  Brantford,  Out.  and  Sister  Merita  Sullivan, 
Petei'borough,  Out.  The  Te  Deum  that  followed 
was  sung  by  all  with  lu^irts  overflowing  with 
gratitude. 

Father  Daly,  with  the  vigor  and  zest  of  youth 
and  the  sageness  of  experience-filled  years,  re- 


viewed the  life  of  the  Institute  so  closely  allied 
with  his  own  for  the  past  30  years.  With  him  we 
saw  it  as  on  a  screen — the  difficulties,  the  trials 
and  disappointments — and  over  and  through  it 
all  the  spirit  of  effervescent  joy  and  peace  that 
comes  with  doing  God's  Will. 

Joyful  Celebration 

A  delightful  and  gay  breakfast  followed,  ac- 
companied Avith  good  wishes  and  good-na lured 
banter,  the  opening  of  mail  and  most  excitnig  of 
all  the  answer  to  many  a  young  sister's  question : 
"Where  am  I  going?"  or  "Am  I  going  at  all?'' 
The  congestion  around  the  appointment  list  on  the 
bulletin  board  was  "terrific,"  as  they  say.  Along 
with  the  blessing  of  a  good  meal  which  included 
ham  and  eggs,  thanks  to  His  Eminence  for  dis- 
pensing the  Toronto  diocese  from  the  Friday 
abstinence,  we  received  the  blessing  of  the  three 
priests  before  they  left  to  resume  their  duties 
elsewhere. 

And  now  the  holiday  season  is  over.  Most  of 
the  departees  have  departed  for  their  new  missions 
and  the  new  arrivals  have  arrived.  The  Mother- 
house,  after  having  welcomed  and  sent  on  their 
way  with  a  blessing  those  who  passed  in  their 
flight  like  birds  on  the  wing  as  they  changed  their 
place  of  labour  in  the  Master's  Vineyard,  has 
settled  down  to  normal  routine.  Work,  prayer, 
recreation  and  rest  each  fits  into  its  proper  niche 
in  the  day's  schedule  where  the  prime  factor  of 
living  is  to  do  God's  Will. 


A  PARENT'S  PLiEA 

My  little  boy  is  eight  years  old. 

He  goes  to  school  each  day. 
He  doesn't  mind  the  tasks  they  &et, 

They  seem  to  him  but  play. 
He  heads  his  class  at  raffia  work. 

And  also  takes  the  lead 
At  making  dinky  paper  boats — 

But  I  wish  that  he  could  read. 

They  teach  him  physiology, 

And  oh,  it  chills  our  hearts 
To  hear  our  prattlihg  innocent. 

Mix  up  his  inward  parts. 
He  also  learns,  astronomy 

And  names  the  stars  by  night. 
Of  course  he's  very  up-to-date, 

But  I  wish  that  he  could  wrjte. 

They  teach  him  things  botanical. 

They  teach  him  how  to  draw. 
He  babbles  of  mythology. 

And  gravitation's  law; 
And  the  discoveries  of  science 

With  him  are  quite  a  fad. 
They  tell  me  he's  a  clever  boy, 

But  I  wish  that  he  could  add. 


OBSTAC  liEiS  ARE  THOSE  THINGS  YOU  SEE  WHEN    YOU  TAKE  YOUR  EYES  OFF  THE  GOAL  YOU  ARE 
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CATHOLIC  CAMP  LIFE 
IN  PICTURESQUE  NOVA  SCOTIA 


ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  day  in  August,  Sister  M. 
and  I  found  ourselves  light  of  heart  but 
loaded  with  camp  equipment  in  a  large 
bus,  surrounded  with  girls  carrying  small  suit- 
cases. Some  were  saying  good-ibye  to  their 
mothers  and  friends,  others  were  chattering  like 
little  excited  squirrels.  And  why  .?  Because  they 
were  going  to  camp  for  the  first  time.  "What  is 
it  all  about.'"  "Who  is  the  chaplain?  Will  we 
like  himf  "What  will  he  do  at  camp?"  "These 
Sisters  look  different  from  our  teachers  at  sehoo'. 
I  wonder  if  they  will  be  good  to  us."  These  and 
many  other  questions  were  tossed  to  and  fro  as 
the  bus  scurried  along  the  highway  to  our  des- 
tination— All  Hallows  Camp,  White  Lake,  X.S. 

Lakes,  hills,  trees  and  lovely  summer  homes 
brightened  with  flowers  of  every  colour  feasted 
our  eyes  along  the  route.  Finally  the  bus  stopped 
and  we  knew  we  had  arrived  at  the  place  that  was 
to  be  our  home  for  two  whole  weeks.  We  were 
greeted  by  the  cook  who  was  busy  preparing  for 
our  first  dinner  at  Camp.  Then,  unloading  having 
been  completed,  we  waved  a  cheery  good-bve  to 
the  bus  driver  and  quickly  hastened  to  the  dorm- 
itories where  the  caretaker  welcomed  us,  giving 
us  a  few  details  regarding  linens,  blankets,  etc. 
Leaders  were  chosen  and  the  girls  divided  into 
groups  under  each  leader.  Dormitories  were 
assigned,  linens  and  blankets  distributed  and 
eA'eryone  set  to  work  tidying  her  little  cornc'. 
The  Camp  Schedule  was  read,  explained,  and 
posted  in  a  prominent  place. 

Twelve  o'clock —  time  for  dinner!  The  leaders 
assigned  waitresses  who  hastened  to  the  dining 
house  ito  set  the  table  and  serve  the  food.  At 
12.30  the  camp  bell  was  rung  and  leaders  wit'i 
their  groups  formed  a  semi-circle  at  the  front  of 
the  dormitory  verandah.  The  Angelus  bell  ra''g 
loudly,  sending  its  echoes  down  the  valley  to  the 
water  below,  while  the  children  with  fokb^d  hands 
lecited  The  Angelus. 

To  the  dini)ig  room  we  mai'ched,  bringing  w'tb 
ns  a  hearty  ai)]ietite.  Father  L.  said  grace,  dinner 
was  served,  and  the  waitresses  were  kept  busy 
taking  care  of  every  one  at  the  table ;  next  day 
others  would  be  doing  the  same  for  them.  Pl^ntv 
of  milk,  bread,  butter  and  good  wholesome  foo  l 
soon  satisfied  everyone,  and  we  gave  thanks  to 
the  good  God  for  the  food  and  gifts  we  had  re- 
ceived. After  dinner  the  tables  were  cleared, 
food  put  away  and  dishes  washed. 

Next  on  the  Camp  Schedule  was  the  rest  period. 


All  must  be  (juiet ;  some  went  to  sleep,  others 
rested  quietly,  reading  or  writing  to  their  parents, 
friends,  or  brothers  and  sisters,  telling  them  all 
about  their  camp  experiences.  At  2.L3  the  bell 
was  rung,  rest  and  quiet  vanished  and  the  chil- 
dren were  dressed  and  out  at  the  front  in  a  few 
minutes  with  rosaries  in  hand.  Under  a  grove  of 
trees,  near  a  babbling  brook  are  benches,  and  here 
Father  decided  to  give  a  spiritual  talk.  After 
this,  the  girls  divided  into  groups,  each  group 
saying  one  decade  of  the  Rosary,  while  the  others 
answered.  The  little  prayer  that  was  taught  to 
the  children  at  Fatima  was  said  after  every 
decade.  Father  announced  and  explained  the 
meaning  of  each  mystery. 

Prayer  was  followed  by  play  and  everyone  was 
ready  for  the  water.  Bathing  suits  on,  towels 
and  rubber  floats  in  hand,  all  were  soon  on  the 
way  to  the  Camp's  beach.  Overlooking  the  beach 
is  a  small  spring  rippling  down  a  steep  bank, 
covered  with  trees  and  ferns.  Over  this  spring 
was  a  tiny  shrine  to  our  Blessed  Mother.  All 


Callipers  Enjoying  a  Boat  Ride 


THE  KINDLY  WORD  THAT  FALLS  TODAY  MAY  BEAR  ITS  JTiUIT  TOMORROW. 
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A  Group  of  the  Campers 


assembled  at  her  feet  and  said  an  Ave  together, 
asking  our  Mother  to  watch  over  them  while  ti.ey 
were  enjoying  themselves  in  the  water.  TIk' 
whistle  blew  and  one  heard  splashes  as  the 
campers  took  their  dive  into  the  water,  seeing 
who  could  swim  to  the  float  first.  Two  small 
boats  invited  some  of  the  campers  to  roAv,  so  oars 
were  secured  and  over  the  ocean  waters  they 
glided  merrily.  All  too  soon,  splashing  of  water, 
dip  of  oars  and  laughter  of  little  campers  were 
stilled,  as  the  whistle  blew  telling  them  that  the 
swimming  period  was  over. 

At  5.30  the  bell  summoned  all  for  the  Angelus, 
after  which  campers  were  more  than  ready  for 
supper.  The  cook  was  kept  busy  serving  not 
only  a  first  but  a  second  helping  to  everyone. 
After  grace  the  waitresses  washed  the  dislies 
while  the  other  campers  tidied  the  dormitories  for 
inspection.  Then  letters  were  mailed  and  the  in- 
coming mail  distributed — the  latter  always  cause 
for  great  excitement. 

The  evenings  were  spent  in  a  variety  of  ways. 
If  the  Aveather  was  warm  and  sunny,  swimming 
and  boat-riding  were  preferred;  otherwise  volley- 
ball and  soft-ball  were  the  favourites.  The  play 
grounds  also  had  a  basket-ball  field  and  swings. 

At  eight  o'clock  games  were  over  and  all  were 
ready  for  a  corn-boil,  a  wiener  roast  or  marsh- 
mallow  roast  at  a  huge  camp  fire  at  the  shore, 
closing  with  camp  fire  songs  and  stories.  A  few 
evenings  were  spent  in  the  recreation  hall,  dancing 
and  playing  games. 

At  nine  o'clock  play  was  put  aside  and  Com- 
pline was  said.  This  was  our  Night  Prayer,  which 
Avas  concluded  with  the  beautiful  "Salve  Regina." 
After  saying  "Thank  you"  and  "Good-night"  to 
the  cook  and  the  chaplain,  all  went  to  the  Dorm- 


itory where  a  night  of  peace  and  quiet  was  in 
store  for  everyone. 

Next  morning  the  rising  bell  was  rung  at  7.30 
and  soon  every  camper  was  up  getting  washed  and 
dressed  for  Mass.  A  short  morning  prayer  con- 
sisting of  the  Our  Father,  Hail  Mary,  Creed  and 
Morning  Offering  was  said  before  Mass.  Missals 
being  supplied  by  the  Camp,  all  were  able  to  take 
part  in  the  answering  of  the  responses  and 
prayers  at  Mass. 

After  Mass  breakfast  was  served— milk,  cereal, 
bread,  butter,  eggs  and  fruit.  While  the  children 
are  enjoying  the  meal,  they  are  wonderaig  what 
surprises  the  Sisters  have  in  store  for  them  on  this 
bright  sunny  day.  "Sister,  Avhat  will  we  do  to- 
day?" "Let's  have  a  clam  dig.  We'll  hurry  Avith 
the  dishes  and  vegetables  and  take  our  lunch 
Avith  us  and  dig  for  clams."  All  agreed  to  go  on 
a  clam  dig.  The  Aveather  Avas  ideal  for  the  hike 
through  the  Avoods  to  the  shore  Avhere  Ave  could 
dig  for  clams,  and  all  along  the  Avay  the  clear 
young  voices  sang  the  Camping  Song: 

A.H.C.,  A.H.C., 
All  HalloAvs'  Campers  are  Ave, 
And  'tis  our  aim  as  Ave  sing  this  refrain 
To  prove  to  you  that  Ave  are  proud  of  our 
name. 

We  all  pull  together,  you  see. 
It's  really  a  pleasure  to  be 
An  All  Hallows'  Camper, 
You'll  find  there's  no  damper 
On  the  spirit  of  our  A.H.C. 

So  the  days  went  by,  according  to  Camp  Sche- 
dule, Avith  sufficient  variation  to  sustain  un- 
flagging interest,  and  soon  the  tAvo  Aveeks  at  All 
HalloAvs'  Camp  had  passed  into  the  Land  of  Happy 
Memories. 

S.O.S.  Halifax 


BOOK  REVIEW 

OPERATION  MIRIAM.  A  Study  of  Atheistic 
Communism  and  the  Challenge  that  confronts 
it.  By  Sister  Mary  Alma,  of  the  Maryknoll 
Sisters.  Maryknoll  Bookshelf,  iMa.ryknoll,  N.Y. 
Price  50  cents. 

An  interesting  presentation  of  the  place  Mary 
holds  in  the  fight  against  ' '  that  mask  of  hypocrisy 
and  unenlightened  darkness  Ave  have  come  to  call 
atheistic  communism.  Suitable  5or  the  class  room 
or  study  club  discussion. 
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CHRISTIAN  ISLAND  REVIEW 

S.O.S  Teacher's  First  Impressions 


OUR  FIRST  DAY  of  school  on  Christian  Is- 
land is  a  memory  that  no  passage  of  time 
can  ever  efface.  By  8.30  a.m.  the  pupi  s 
were  milling-  about  the  schoolroom,  handling  and 
examining  every  bit  of  moveable  property,  and 
no  sooner  would  an  article  be  released  from  a 
pair  of  hands  than  it  was  already  taken  up  by 
another.  Both  Sisters  were  new.  so  some  sort  of  test 
trial  must  be  made  of  their  endurance.  Sand 
from  thirty  pairs  of  shoes  was  crunched  an  1 
scraped  beneath  every  pair  of  moving  feet.  I 
think  I  spent  the  whole  first  morning  trying  to 
keep  the  eight  beginners  in  seats.  I  just  hail  to 
keep  putting  them  back  one  after  another,  as 
there  was  no  means  of  communication  with  tliem. 
They  spoke  only  Indian  and  understood  and  heard 
nothing  that  was  not  Indian.  AVe  wondered  how 
we  were  to  endure  them  for  a  year. 

However,  by  the  next  Monday  things  were 
under  some  control  as  far  as  supplies,  books,  and 
seating  were  concerned.  Running  the  pencil 
sharpener  was  the  next  fad,  so  we  complied  by 
having  fifty  sharpened  pencils  on  hand  every 
morning.  Broken  pencils  had  to  be  shown  before 
a  new  one  was  taken.  Then  came  the  apple  prob- 
lem. The  supply  was  so  ample  that  every  child 
had  well  over  a  dozen  apples  rolling  about  in  h's 
desk.  After  due  warning  to  have  no  more  than 
five,  the  surplus  had  to  be  dropped  into  a  basket 
at  the  door  when  entering !  By  the  end  of  the 
first  month  most  of  the  novelty  had  worn  off  and 
the  class  settled  down  to  work.  Soon  the  keen 
sense  of  humor  and  inventiveness  of  these  children 
of  nature  began  to  endear  them  to  us. 

Whoever  thinks  the  Indians  are  slow,  stup'd. 
or  not  able  to  learn,  Avill  be  interested  to  know 
that  such  is  not  the  case  here.  There  are  two  ov 
three,  I  will  admit,  that  are  not  so  smart,  but  that 
does  not  go  for  the  rest  of  them.  It  is  true  they 
can  put  on  the  appearance  of  not  knowing  that 
you  are  even  present,  far  less  that  you  are  sjicak- 
ing,  or  that  what  you  are  saying  is  of  any  interest. 
But  when  you  have  finished,  just  try  to  catch 
them  with  a  question.  The  joke  is  on  you !  I've 
seen  one  little  girl  chew  gum,  be  adjusting  hei- 
dress,  look  out  of  the  window,  see  what  was 
going  on  at  the  dock,  hear  what  was  being  sa'd 
and  write  down  the  answer  to  a  question  about 
the  lesson  just  taught.  She  could  also  list  the 
items  that  were  transferred  from  the  Government 
boat  to  the  dock. 


When  these  children  see  that  you  are  wide 
awake  to  their  tricks  and  that  you  appreciate 
their  humor,  they  really  get  a  bang  out  of  things. 
The  agent's  daughter,  Marlene,  had  her  name  on 
the  board.  Slyly  one  boy  erased  the  "1"  and  sub- 
stituted a  "g."  Another  day  I  was  pouring  cod 
liver  oil  into  spoons  for  each  child  as  he  passed 
by ;  one  boy  offered  me  a  fork  for  his  oil !  Later 
another  boy  asked  what  was  the  short  form  for 
yards.  Yds.  wouldn't  do.  Two  little  marks  was 
short  for  inches,  one  mark  for  feet,  so  what  was 
short  for  yards?  Know? 

There  are  two  lakes  on  the  island.  It  is  on  one 
of  these  that  the  airplane  lands  during  "freeze- 
up"  time.  The  children  never  venture  on  the  ice 
until  it  has  been  declared  safe  by  the  adults.  This 
is  usually  after  they  have  seen  the  ice  hold  under 
the  weight  of  "Herman,"  the  island's  heavy- 
weight. Once  the  ice  has  frozen  and  is  safe  every- 
one able  to  walk  makes  a  trip  across  the  ice  to 
Cedar  Point  on  a  Saturday  afternoon.  This  year 
the  ice  was  exceptionally  unreliable.  One  windy 
Saturday  evening  a  dozen  people  were  stranded 
on  floating  blocks  of  ice  or  on  the  shore.  Sun- 
day morning  the  plane  made  eighteen  trips  to 
bring  people  and  supplies  in.  No  boat  could  be 
used  in  a  bay  of  shifting  ice.  There  were  three 
horses  drowned  this  winter.  One  man  fell  through 
treacherously  thin  ice  and,  ironically,  was  brought 
to  safety  by  the  island's  heavy  man — Herman! 


Cla.ss  Hooiu  and  Pupils,  Cliristiaii  Island 
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Planting  the  Garden 


When  the  ice  finally  melted  and  spring  came, 
our  thoughts  turned  to  gardening.  This  was  a 
manual  training  project  for  the  big  boys.  They 
willingly  turned  the  sod  and  put  fertilizer  in, 
but  thought  it  foolishness.  When  told  they  were 
going  to  make  a  fence  they  laughed  and  asked 
where  we  should  get  wire.  Well,  they  dug  holes 
for  the  posts,  gathered  stones,  brought  long  thin 
strips  of  lumber  from  the  mill,  but  no  one  took 
the  idea  seriously.  At  this  point  someone  spied 
a  plant  of  rhubarb  in  the  field  and  eight  pairs  of 
legs  went  over  the  school  fence  to  procure  a  stem. 
After  they  had  eaten  the  rhubarb  they  came  back 
and  erected  the  fence.  Many  sly  jokes  were 
passed  to  see  how  I  would  take  it.  Next  day  they 
cut  the  seed  potatoes,  planted  beans,  carrots, 
lettuce,  radishes  and  flowers.  When  the  plants 
began  to  appear  everyone,  girls  and  boys,  was 
amazed.  In  the  picture  you  will  see  the  boys 
watering  the  plants  with  an  improvised  sprinkler 
they  made  from  a  large  tomato  can. 

While  the  boys  made  the  garden  and  did  car- 
pentering, the  girls  did  sewing,  crocheting  and 
embroidery.  Many  beautiful  afghans,  tea  towels, 
needle-cases  and  other  useful  items  were  made. 
Some  articles  were  donated  to  Father  McDonagh's 
bazaar. 

The  school  year  is  never  complete  here  without 
the  annual  boat  trip  to  another  island  for  a  pic- 
nic. We  had  looked  forward  to  this  event  all 
year.  Finally  the  day  came  and  we  set  out. 
When  the  boat  got  out  into  the  open  water,  the 
bay  became  so  rough  we  could  not  dock  at  Hope 
Island.  On  the  way  back,  the  children  became  so 
"bay-sick"  that  we  had  to  return  to  shallow  water 
and  home.  The  precious  picnic  lunch  we  had 
packed  in  such  anticipation  was  eaten  at  our  own 
desks. 

The  closing  day  came  all  too  soon.  The  dis- 
trit>ution  of  prizes  made  everyone  happy.  During 


the  year  the  Nurse  had  awarded  stars  to  any 
pupil  who  had  a  perfect  health  record  each  week. 
In  the  final  reckoning  two  pupils  tied  for  the 
grand  award.  Of  the  two  names  Buddy's  was  the 
one  drawn.  When  no  one  was  around  my  desk, 
he  confided  to  me  that  he  had  done  something  to 
make  sure  that  he  would  win  the  prize.  I 
looked  startled  and  asked  what  he  had  done — 
had  he  given  himself  an  extra  star?  "No,"  he 
said,  "I  prayed  so  that  my  name  would  be  drawn 
instead  of  Patsy's !" 

S.O.S.  Christian  Island 


S.O.S.  TAKE  PART  IN  CCD.  CONORESS 

In  the  Canadian  West  where  communities  are 
spread  out  and  families  often  live  miles  from  the 
nearest  church,  a  group  of  pioneer  Canadian 
nuns,  the  Sisters  of  Service,  teach  religion  to 
8,000  children  by  a  well-developed  method  of  cor- 
respondence lessons.  Without  these  lessons  the 
boys  and  girls  would  have  no  way  of  getting  a 
solid  foundation  in  the  principles  of  their  faith. 
This  correspondence  program  is  one  of  the  me- 
thods approved  by  the  Confraternity  of  Christian, 
Doctrine  for  teaching  religion  to  children  who 
are  not  able  to  attend  Catholic  schools. 

Two  of  these  S.O.S.  teachers.  Sister  Mary 
Jackson  of  Edmonton  and  Sister  Agnes  Dwyer,  of 
Toronto,  recently  reported  to  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  Congress  on  the  success  the 
program  has  met. 

The  Sisters  of  Service,  founded  in  1922  in  To- 
ronto, began  a  few  years  ago  to  concentrate  their 
efforts  in  the  West  on  helping  the  children  of  re- 
mote areas. 

Besides  the  correspondence  lessons,  many  of 
the  order's  members  go  into  the  rural  areas  in  the 
summer  time  and  conduct  Vacation  Schools  in  re- 
ligion among  small  knots  of  youth  who  come  from 
miles  around. 

In  characteristic  understatement  Sister  Jackson 
describes  her  fellow  teachers  as  "being  ab'e  to 
adapt  themselves  to  the  circumstances  of  rural 
life."  In  reality,  the  Sisters,  in  their  dogged  de- 
termination to  reach  as  many  children  as  possible, 
often  ride  horseback  through  country  stretches, 
and  eat  and  sleep  in  rugged  fashion,  -to  reach  the 
isolated  areas. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  Western  provinces 
who  specialize  in  this  work,  report  enthusiasm 
for  religious  instruction  seldom  seen  in  the  chil- 
dren who  get  their  religious  education  much 
easier.  \ 

—The  Ensign,  Sept.  20,  1952. 


THERE  IS  NO   DANGER  FROM  EYE  STRAIN  FROM 
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A  "QUICKIE"  REPORT 
OF  THE  DOINGS  AT  NO.  4 


Picnic  at  Our  Lady's  Farm 

AROUND  the  middle  of  June  the  days  were 
beginning  to  warm  up  considerably  and 
the  girls  were  making  suggestions  about 
the  best  way  to  spend  Saturday  (most  of  them 
enjoy  a  five  day  week).    A  picnic  seemed  to  be 

the  first  on  the  list    a  real  old  fashioned 

one  with  lots  to  eat  and  a  place  to  swim.  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Farm  at  Richmond  Hill 
was  the  chosen  spot  and  we  could  not  have  had 
a  better  one.  A  chartered  bus  picked  us  up  at 
4  Wellesley  Place  and  from  the  amount  of  food  and 
equipment  that  was  taken  you  would  think  that 
we  were  going  for  at  least  a  week-end,  if  not 
longer.  A  baseball  game  was  the  first  feature 
attraction  of  the  afternoon.  You  should  have 
seen  the  strikes  or  maybe  the  ones  that  should 
have  been  strikes!  What  is  more  refreshing  than 
a  cool  dip  after  a  strenuous  ball  game?  The 
pool  was  a  very  popular  spot. 


After  the  Baseball  Game 


Relaxing  at  Maiyvale 

By  five  o'clock  we  noticed  that  many  seemed 
to  be  wending  their  way  back  to  where  the  food 
had  been  left.  We  got  busy  and  put  the  water 
on  to  boil,  the  girls  set  the  picnic  table  and  in  a 
very  short  time  all  was  ready  for  supper.  There 
seemed  to  be  som.ething  to  suit  everyone's  taste 
and  plenty  to  satisfy  everybody. 

After  supper  we  had  races  and  games  and  even 
the  bus  driver  couldn't  resist  taking  part  in  them. 
No  doubt  the  next  day  a  few  people  realized  by 
the  pains  and  aches  they  had  that  it  had  been  a 
few  years  since  they  had  enjoyed  a  good  race ! 
We  came  back  to  the  city  tired  but  happy,  every- 
body wanting  to  know  when  we  were  going  on 
the  next  picnic. 

A  Day  at  Maryvale 

On  July  5th,  we  went  to  Maryvale,  the  Chris- 
tian Brothers'  countr^^  residence  for  their  South 
American  students.  It  was  too  warm  to  p'ay 
games  or  have  races  and  the  girls  spent  a  good 
part  of  the  time  in  the  indoor  swimming  pool. 
Needless  to  say  they  took  time  off  for  refresh- 
ments and  the  pauses  between  such  stops  were 
often  and  close  together.  We  are  most  grateful 
to  the  Brothers  for  their  hospitality  in  putting 
this  residence  at  our  disposal  for  the  day  and  the 
girls  certainly  appreciated  being  there.  They 
are  looking  forward  to  returning  to  Maryvale  in 
the  near  future. 


WHEN  CHILtDREN  GET  ON   THE  WRONG  TRACK,  IT'S  TIME  FOR  PARENTS  TO  PULL  THE  SWITCHES. 
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Y.C.W.  Group  with  two  S.O  S. 

Y.C.W.  Convention 

On  -July  29tli,  the  first  national  convention  of 
the  Young  Christian  Workers  opened  in  Toronto. 
Mass  was  celebrated  in  our  chapel  each  morning 
followed  by  a  short  instruction.  After  breakfast 
they  held  sessions  which  were  lead  either  by  one 
of  the  Y.C.W.  chaplains  or  one  of  their  own 
leaders.  It  was  edifying  to  see  young  girls  so 
interested  in  present-day  problems  and  willing  to 
sacrifice  their  holiday  time  to  come  together  and 
study  how  they  might  help  solve  these  problems. 
There  is  a  great  field  for  the  lay  apostolatc  in  the 
world  today  and  these  girls  seem  convinced  of 
the  fact  that  they  must  become  Christ-like  them- 
selves if  they  are  going  to  have  an  influence  for 
good  on  other  young  workers. 

NEVER  HEARD  OF  GOD 
BOY,  10,  NOT  SWORN  IN 

Middlesbrough.  Eng., — Ten-year 
old  John  Lennon  was  called  to  give 
evidence  in  an  automobile  case. 

When  the  boy  placed  his>  hand  on 
the  Bible  the  judge  asked  him  if 
he  knew  what  book  he  was'  swear- 
ing on.  "No,"  John  answered. 

"Have  you  ever  heard  of  the 
Bible?"  "No." 

"Have  you  ever  heard  of  God?" 
"No." 

The  judge  heard  the  evidence 
without  the  Oath. 


EDSON  EDITS 

IT  ALMOST  seemed  like  a  dream  but  here  we 
were,  standing  on  the  curb  waiting  for  the  bus 
to  take  us  to  Edmonton,  from  Avhich  point  we 
were  to  head  for  Ryeroft,  via  train,  where  we  were 
to  make  pur  annual  retreat.  Sister  and  T  felt 
lhat  we  were  most  fortunate  to  have  been  the 
two  selected  for  the  trip.  It  was  raining  a  little 
but  our  spirits  were  too  high  to  be  dampened  by 
a:;ything.  Except  for  the  fact  that  we  were  stuck 
in  the  mud  for  half  an  hour  the  trip  was  a  very 
pleasant  one.  After  visiting  our  Sisters  in  Ed- 
monton we  boarded  the  train  in  the  evening  for 
the  rest  of  the  journey. 

We  were  not  very  far  along  the  way  when 
the  berths  began  to  be  made  up  and  soon  everyone 
settled  down  fpr  a  good  night's  sleep.  The  next 
morning  I  was  enjoying  the  fact  tbat  I  could 
have  an  extra  hour's  ''est  when  I  heard  a  soft  voice 
say  "Sister."  Thinking  it  was  my  companion  I 
opened  my  eyes,  blinked,  and  said  "yes."  To  my 
surprise  it  was  one  of  the  S.O.S.  from  Peace  River. 
She  informed  me  that  Bishop  Routhier,  O.M.I, 
(who  was  to  preach  the  retreat).  Sister  M.  and 
lierself  had  boarded  the  train  at  McLennon  and 
that  His  Excellencv  Avould  say  Mass  on  our  arrival 
at  Ryeroft  (9.30).' 

Sister  Superior  was  at  the  station  with  the  ear 
to  meet  us.  After  the  usual  greetings,  hand- 
shakes and  exclamations  were  over,  we  went  to 
the  church,  which  was  just  next  door  to  the  eon- 
vent,  for  Mass. 

In  the  evening  we  donned  our  retreat  faces  and 
settled  down  to  business.  The  five  days  passed 
far  too  quickly  and  before  we  knew  it  our  retreat 
was  over. 

Sister  and  I  remained  for  a  week's  holiday. 
Part  of  our  time  we  spent  with  our  Sisters  in 
Peace  River,  taking  in  the  beauty  of  the  hills 
and  rivers.  The  pastor  drove  us  over  some  pretty 
wild  roads,  up  and  down  hills  so  as  not  to  miss 
any  of  the  thrills  of  the  north. 

All  too  soon  we  found  ourselves  on  the  train 
returning  to  Edmonton.  As  we  had  a  long  stop 
at  IMcLennon  we  visited  the  Cathedral  and  said 
our  night  prayers  there.  We  had  often  heard  of 
the  grandeur  of  the  building  but  it  far  surpassed 
expectations.  As  neither  of  us  bejieve  in  last 
minute  rushes  we  returned  to  the  station  and  had 
a  good  long  wait  before  the  train  finally  did  pull 
out. 

Next  morning  we  wended  our  Avay  to  the 
S.O.S.  at  105th  St.  too  late  for  ]\Iass  but  were 
foi'tunate  enough  to  receive  llol.^  Communion.  A 
little  nourishment  was  next  on  the  program,  after 
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with  several  others 
their  retreat  here. 
Dunstaii  ]\I('L('ilan, 


which  we  did  a  little  shopping  down  town.  Our 
next  stop  was  at  our  otlier  Convent  on  85th  St. 
As  it  was  Wednesday  we  were  able  to  attend  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Ilelp  Devotions  at  St.  Alphon- 
sus  Chui-eh.  In  the  late  afternoon  we  returned 
home  via  bus.  All  in  all  it  was  a  wonderful  trip 
from  be<;innin<;  to  end. 

The  next  day  was  spent  in  uupaekm<r  and  a 
great  deal  of  talking.    After  our  return  to  duty 
most  of  the  Sisters  togethei- 
from  various  missions  nuide 
It  was  preached  by  Fathei' 
O.F.M.,  of  Edmonton. 

Catechetics. 

The  (Catechetical  work  here  was  somewhat  re- 
tarded this  year  owing  to  our  shortage  of  staff 
but  our  Sisters  from  Edmonton  came  to  the  rescue 
of  the  children  in  tlie  surrounding  districts.  Sis- 
ter G.  had  her  usual  first  Communion  class  of  the 
town  children  ami  prepared  seven  for  the  occa- 
sion. Sister  also  had  a  private  pupil  from  Robb 
for  several  days.  The  little  one  made  her  first 
Communion  in  our  Chanel. 

Believe  it  or  not. 

There  had  been  a  car  accident,  injuries  and  a 
27  mile  trip  in  to  see  the  doctor,  who  brought  the 
injured  man  to  the  hospital  for  repairs  but  alas ! 
there  Avas  three-quarters  of  an  eyebrow  and  part 
of  the  forehead  skin  missing.  The  R.C.]\LP.  got 
on  the  job  and  returned  to  the  scene  of  the  acci- 
dent to  find  the  missing  part.  To  us  it  seemed 
ridiculous,  but  nevertheless,  we  prepared  for  the 
suturing.  The  doctor  said  he  would  wait  tw^o  to 
three  hours  and  if  the  missing  jiart  was  not  found, 
he  would  have  to  do  some  grafting.  This  was 
not  necessary  as  the  R.C.INLP.  got  what  they  went 
after.  It  had  been  stuck  on  tlie  windshield  of  the 
car  and  the  search  had  not  been  a  difficult  one, 
as  I  had  imagined.  After  a  good  green  soap 
scrubbing  and  soaking  in  normal  saline  the  eye- 
brow was  carefully  sewn  in  place  and  a  fev/  days 
later  the  patient  left  the  hospital. 

And  still  they  come 

The  population  of  Edson  must  be  growing  at 
a  great  rate  judging  from  the  number  of  babies 
that  have  been  born  here  within  tlie  past  couple 
of  months.  We  also  have  had  thrp(>  prcmatiire 
babies  including  twins.  One  weighed  3-15,  called 
Doris  Maryanne,  Avho  is  doing  very  w^ell  and  at 
present  weighs  4-121/2-  Her  sister,  Rose-]\Iarie, 
weighed  4-15  but  had  a  more  difficult  time  and 
lived  only  6  hours.  She  was  baptised  and  is  now 
in  heaven.  We  hope  she  is  not  forgetting  the 
rest  of  us  that  have  been  left  behind. 


Staff  at  Gdson  Hospital 

CATHOLICS— WHERE  AND  HOW  MANY! 

The  World 

Catholics  44O,8(X),0OO. 
Non-Catholics  1,937,000,000. 

The  Americas 

Catholics  177,000,000 
Non-Catholics  133,000,000 

Europe 

Catholics  221,000,000 
Non-Catholics  518,000,000 

Africa 

Catholics  14,000,000 
Non-Catholics  173,000,000 

Asia 

Catholics  11,000,000 
Non-Catholics  1,033,800,000 

Australasia 

Catholics  17,800,000 
Non-Catholics  79,200,000 


IT  IS  EASIER  TO  DO  AND  DIE  THAN  IT  IS  TO  REASON  WHY. 
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WHATS  "COOKIN"  IN  VILNA 


VILNA,  having  been  out  of  the  F.A.H.  news 
for  some  time,  though  not  through  the  fault 
of  the  Sister  Editor,  the  Vihia  reporters 
must  repair  their  sins  of  ommission  by  delving 
back  seven  months  into  the  past. 

Novemlber  did  an  about-face  in  1951.  It  was 
not  the  dreary,  weary  end-of-the-year  to  us,  but 
a  month  of  dreams-oome-true.  On  All  Saints  Day 
the  re-wiring  had  been  completed  in  the  hospital. 
For  the  first  time  in  26  years,  the  electric  power 
was  not  being  supplied  by  our  own  Diesel  Engine 
and  generator,  but  by  the  Canadian  Utilities  Com- 
pany power  plant  in  Vermilion.  The  power  head- 
ache ended  simultaneously  with  the  honourable 
retirement  of  the  Diesel.  From  then  on  our  elec- 
trical troubles  would  be  resolved  by  calling  the 
service  man  in  our  district.  Only  those  who  have 
lived  here  can  realize  what  a  boon  that  is. 

St.  Andrew  and  X-Ray 

Every  dark  cloud  has  a  silver  lining,  it  is  said, 
and  apparently  that  is  conversely  true.  The  dark 
lining  to  our  silver  cloud  peeped  through  when 
our  X-ray  machine,  which  had  been  on  active 
service  since  1928,  died  of  shock  when  it  came  in 
contact  with  the  new  poAver.  The  staff  suffered 
shock  at  that  moment  too.  One  cannot  imagine 
a  hospital  without  an  X-ray  in  1952,  but — the 
outlook  for  a  new  machine  was  poor.  However, 
our  Father  in  Heaven,  who  clothes  the  lilies  of 
the  field  and  watches  over  the  birds  of  the  air, 


Members  of  Vilna  Hospital  Auxiliary 


did  not  forsake  us.  From  out  of  a  blue  sky,  it 
seemed,  there  came  a  golden  opportunity  to  buy 
a  very  adequate  X-ray  machine  at  a  price  that 
was  not  too  far  beyond  our  means.  The  machine 
was  installed  on  the  feast  of  St.  Andrew.  Dear 
St.  Andrew,  and  not  a  Scotchman  among  us. 


First  Saturday  Exposition 

November  also  brought  a  great  spiritual  privi- 
lege with  the  initiation  of  Exposition  of  the  ]\[ost- 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  our  chapel  on  the  first  Sat- 
urday of  each  month.  The  First  Saturday  was 
chosen  because  the  hospital  is  dedicated  to  the 
Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary.  Monthly  Exposition 
is  a  tremendous  source  of  consolation  and  strength 
to  us,  nor  do  we  believe  that  its  benefits  are  con- 
fined within  the  boundaries  of  our  own  property. 
Even  on  busy  days,  and  so  often  the  First  Satur- 
day really  is  busy,  even  when  it  is  not  possible 
to  spend  as  much  time  in  the  chapel  as  one  would 
like,  even  then,  the  realization  that  out  Lord  is 
there  in  the  Monstrance  brings  a  warm  glow  with 
it.  On  Exposition  Day  there  is  little  effort  re- 
quired to  do  all  things  for  Him  and  with  Him  and 
in  Him.  For  Christmas,  our  reverend  Pastor  made 
a  throne  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  It  fits  on 
top  of  the  tabernacle  and  not  only  provides  a 
more  fitting  resting  place  for  our  Lord,  but  greatly 
enhances  the  beauty  of  the  chapel. 


Converted  Communist 

The  old  year  ended,  the  new  year  began. 
Patients  came  and  went;  beds  filled  up  almost  as 
soon  as  they  were  empty.  So  often  a  nursing 
Sister  stops  short  and  asks  herself :  "What  am  i 
doing  for  souls'?"  Most  often  she  has  to  leave  her 
work  in  the  hands  of  God,  letting  Him  decide 
where  and  when  some  fruit  of  her  labour  may 
appear.  Occasionally,  however,  we  are  pennitte  1 
to  witness  the  working  of  grace  and  its  ultimate 
victory  in  a  soul.  A  short  time  ago  a  pa*^"ent, 
who  had  been  an  avowed  Communist  for  m-uiy 
years,  died  here.  A  long  illness  hatJ-  given  him 
time  to  ponder  iji  his  heart.  He  became  a  Catiio'"  • 
of  the  Greek  Rite  and  died  a  most  edify iu<r  deatli 
His  suffering  was  acute  and  long-drawn-ont,  bu' 
his  patience  was  unwavering.  We  were  told  that 
this  man's  Catholic  funeral  was  a  bitter  disap- 
pointment to  the  die-hard  Reds  ii^  his  home  town. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 


SEPTEOVIBBR  IS  THE  MONTH  MOST  LITTLE  BOYS  DEVELOP  CLASS  IL\TRED. 


OCTOBER.  1952 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


13 


S.O.S.  VACATION  SCHOOL  WORK 


A  NIGHT  TO  REMEMBER 

IN  SPITE  of  our  liopes  to  the  contrary,  the 
evening  on  which  Confirmation  was  to  be  ad- 
ministered, was  hot  and  humid,  and  the  storm 
windows  were  still  on  the  little  church.  How- 
ever, the  heavy  atmosphere  had  no  depressing 
effect  on  those  about  to  become  soldiers  of  Christ. 
They  arrived  by  truck,  car,  tractor,  bicycle  or  on 
foot,  tlieii-  young  faces  radiant  in  anticipation 
of  the  great  event  soon  to  take  place  in  their  lives. 
How  we  wished  we  could  see,  too,  the  joy  of  their 
guardian  angels ! 

Preparing  the  Ground 

The  little  church  of  St.  Theresa  was  only  last 
year  a  one-i'oomed  schoolhouse.  On  the  evening 
of  which  I  write,  it  was  a  neatly  ])ainted  mission 
chin-ch  situated  on  a  beautiful  tract  of  land, 
facing  a  provincial  highway.  During  the  opjires- 
sive  heat  of  the  afternoon,  several  men  of  the 
parish,  had  laboriously  gathered  up  and  carted 
away  piles  of  tawny  hay  that  had  been  drying  in 
the  sun  during  the  preceding  week.  All  had  to 
be  in  order,  so  that  the  Archbishop,  upon  his 
arrival,  could  view  with  pleasure,  the  scene  be- 
fore him :  the  simple  house  of  God  standing 
serene,  in  the  midst  of  acres  of  yellow  stubble, 
bathed  in  the  golden  light  of  the  evening  sun. 

Waiting ! 

By  half-past  seven  the  pastor,  the  sisters,  the 
candidates  for  Confirmation  with  their  parents 
and  friends  and  their  younger  brothers  and  sis- 
ters, had  all  arrived  and  were  standing  about  in 
restless  grou]3s,  impatiently  waiting  for  sight  of 
the  Archbishoi)'s  car  making  its  way  through  the 
roaring  traffic  of  the  highway,  although  His 
Grace  was  not  due  for  another  half-hour.  The 
groups  broke  up  and  the  people  moved  about 
inspecting  the  sky,  the  ground  and  one  another 
and  then  formed  groups  again.  The  pastor  dis- 
appeared into  the  church  for  the  third  time  to 
look  about  the  sanctuary  to  make  sure  that  noth- 
ing was  missing  that  should  be  there.  The  mem- 
bers of  the  choir  got  together  and  studied  their 
hymns.  The  sisters  pinned  veils  on  the  girls, 
located  lost  children,  and  shook  hands  with  nearly 
all  those  present.  As  the  hour  of  eight  grew 
nearer,  the  pastor  requested  that  all  assemble  in- 
side the  church.  It  seemed  doubtful,  at  first, 
that  the  building  could  hold  all  who  were  pushing 
through  the  door,  but  a  place  was  found  for  every- 


one ;  the  Confirmandi  in  the  front  rows,  the 
sponsors  directly  behind  them ;  the  mothers  with 
babies  near  the  door;  the  choir  hugging  the  organ  ; 
the  sisters  in  strategic  positions  where  they  could 
view  the  Confirmation  class,  the  sponsors,  the 
choir  and  the  entrance. 

His  Excellency  Arrives 

The  minutes  ticked  on  and  in  spite  of  the  dis- 
traction of  the  impending  approach  of  the  Arch- 
bishop, the  oppressive  heat  could  not  be  ignored. 
Babies  whimpered;  children  moved  noisily;  men 
and  women  wiped  the  moisture  from  their  brows. 
The  appearance  of  two  strange  priests  in  the 
doorway  suddenly  dispelled  all  thoughts  of  dis- 
comfort. His  Excellency  was  near!  He  was  en- 
tering the  church!  The  tightly-packed  congre- 
gation rose  stiffly  to  their  feet  and  then  knelt  for 
the  episcopal  blessing,  while  all  eyes,  boldly  or 
shyly,  surveyed  their  new  Archbishop,  noting  with 
satisfaction  his  simple  manner  and  warm  smile, 
that  is,  all  except  the  young  people  who  were 
waiting  to  be  confirmed  and  who  were  dreading 
the  oral  examination  that  they  would  have  to 
undergo  before  the  Sacrament  was  conferred  upon 
them. 

The  First  Question 

The  church  became  very  still  as  the  episcopal 
party  entered  the  sanctuary.  Even  the  usually 
exuberent  boys  forgot  to  kick  their  feet  and  .iog 
their  elbows  into  the  ribs  of  their  neighbors.  Not 
a  movement  of  the  Archbishop  was  misssed  by  the 
onlookers  from  the  time  he  began  to  vest  until 
he  knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  to  intone  the 
prayers.  Then  he  rose  and  faced  the  congrega- 
tion, his  thoughtful  eyes  searching  every  face. 
The  front  benchers  knew  that  their  hour  had 
come.  They  sat  erect  and  tense,  waiting  for  the 
first  question.  It  came  and  with  it,  a  feeling  of 
relief  spread  through  their  young  hearts.  The 
question  was  really  in  English  and  was  really 
about  something  they  had  heard  before ;  "Who  is 
the  Mother  of  God?"  It  was  possible  that  they 
would  be  able  to  answer  well  enough  to  be  ac- 
cepted into  the  army  of  Christ,  to  be  His  soldiers 
forever. 

The  questions  continued.  The  answers  varied 
from  the  reasonable  and  reflective  to  the  ridicu- 
lous, and  back  again.  Parents  and  teachers  held 
their  breath  in  dismay  or  relaxed  with  pleasure 
as  the  young  theologians  gave  the  Archbishop 
some  insight  into  their  knowledge  of  doctrines 
and  their  fitness  for  receiving  the  Sacrament  for 
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which  they  had  so  eagerly  prepared    And 

then  the  questioning  was  over  and  the  Archbishop 
was  addressing  the  parents  on  their  privileges  and 
duties  as  earthly  parents  of  God's  children. 

Veni  Sajicte  Spiritus 

The  assisting  prieslts  in  the  sanctuary  ap- 
proached with  mitre  and  crozier  as  the  Archbishop 
prepared  to  administer  the  Sacrament  in  which 
the  Holy  Ghost  comes  to  us  in  a  special  way  to 
enable  us  to  profess  our  faith  as  strong  and  per- 
fect Christians  and  soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Each  boy,  with  his  sponsor  behind  him,  ap- 
proached the  Archbishop  and  knelt  before  him 
to  receive  the  holy  sacrament.  The  little  fellows 
returned  to  their  seats,  elevated  to  the  dignity  of 
soldiers  of  Christ  and  burdened  with  the  respons- 
ibility of  leavening  society  until  the  end  of  their 
days.  The  girls  followed  and  then  the  adults. 
With  the  last  person  confirmed,  all  relaxed  from 
the  strain  of  concentration  and  again  brows  were 
mopped,  feet  were  scuffed  and  babies  cried.  The 
candles  on  the  altar  began  to  bend  in  the  heat; 
the  members  of  the  choir  rustled  their  hymn  books ; 
the  Archbishop  and  the  priests  prepared  for  Ben- 
ediction of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Blessed  By  God 

An  air  of  reverend  quietness  pervaded  the  little 
building  as  Christ  the  King,  was  raised  in  the  gol- 
den monstrance,  to  bless  the  newest  recruits  to 
His  army,  and  their  parents  and  friends.  A  holy 
silence !  Then  a  great  wave  of  sound  arose  in  all 
corners  of  His  temple,  as  men  and  women  joined 
in  the  singing  of  "Holy  God  We  Praise  Thy 
Name." 

And  His  Representative 

His  Grace,  smiling  and  repeatedly  raising  his 
hand  in  blessing,  made  his  way  slowly  down  the 
aisle,  toward  the  door.  The  crowd  sui-gcil  ou!^ 
after  him  and  stood  in  line,  eagerly  waiting  for 
their  parish  priest  to  present  them  iiidividi.a  ly 
to  their  chief  Pastor. 

While  The  World  Rolls  By 

It  was  a  memorable  i)icture;  the  gent'e  Arch- 
bishop in  his  flaming  robes,  standing  in  the  wide 
golden  field  before  a  backdrop  of  radiant  eve- 
ning sky,  humbly  receiving  in  Christ's  name,  the 
homage  of  the  faithful,  while  out  on  the  highway, 
the  world  went  rushing  by,  in  heedless  haste,  to 
reach  the  bathing  beaches  before  dark. 

NO  ONE  OAN  DEFEAT  US  UNLESS 


IN  SASKATCHEWAN 

"Scram,  you  guys.  Sister  is  trying  to  teach  us 
about  God."  No,  it  was  not  the  biggest  or  tough- 
est boy  in  the  class  who  bellowed  this  command, 
but  a  little  four-year-old  blonde.  Carol  had  been 
allowed  to  attend  vacation  school  on  condition 
that  she  would  be  very  quiet  and  not  disturb 
Sister,  so  naturally  she  felt  that  it  was  her  duty 
to  quell  all  rioting  inside  or  out. 

Wynyard  was  our  first  assignment,  and  when 
forty-five  children  greeted  us  on  the  opening  day, 
we  decided  to  make  use  of  a  Boy  Scout  hut  which 
was  conveniently  located  on  the  lot  adjoining 
the  church  grounds.  Accordingly,  Sister  D,  and 
her  First  Communion  class  made  it  their  head- 
quarters while  Sister  C.  and  the  Confirmation 
class  occupied  the  church.  Six  days  of  intensive 
preparation  for  First  Communion  and  Confirma- 
tion sped  by  all  too  quickly,  and,  before  we 
realized  it,  we  were  enjoying  the  picnic  which 
brought  this  vacation  school  to  a  happy  ending. 

Sinnett  was  to  be  the  scene  of  our  labours  dur- 
ing the  next  week.  Here  classes  were  held  in 
Loyola  School  thus  enabling  children  from  near- 
by missions  to  attend.  The  weather  was  extreme- 
ly warm,  but  just  right,so  the  children  said,  for 
a  marshmallow  roast.  After  class  on  the  last  day, 
volunteer  drivers  transported  all  the  youngsters 
to  the  church  grounds.  An  ideal  spot  in  the 
heart  of  the  woods  was  chosen  for  the  bonfire. 
After  all  had  partaken  of  a  delicious  lunch  and 
as  many  marshmallows  as  could  safely  be  put  away, 
prizes  were  distributed,  and  festivities  were  ter- 
minated with  a  sing-song. 


Confinnation  Class 
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Marslunallow  Roast 


The  next  stop  was  Jausen.  Here  numbers  were 
small,  but  hospitality  great.  We  were  very  com- 
fortably lodged  in  a  house  only  a  few  steps  dis- 
tant from  the  public  school  where  classes  were 
held.  It  was  truly  a  time  of  grace  for  these 
children,  many  of  whom  had  been  exposed  to 
the  teachings  of  the  Jehovah  Witnesses.  Ques- 
tions such  as,  "How  can  Jesus  put  Himself  into 
a  little  piece  of  bread?"  and  "If  you  broke  the 
host,  couldn't  you  see  Jesus?"  had  to  be  answered 
very  carefully  to  settle  all  difficulties  in  the  minds 
of  these  little  doubting  Thomases.  Not  to  be 
outdone  in  generosity  by  the  Witnesses  who  had 
treated  their  pupils  to  a  wiener  roast  on  Friday, 
we  substituted  a  marshmallow  roast  with  plenty 
of  games  and  jirizes  to  celebrate  our  last  day  there. 


The  next  two  days  were  busy  ones,  indeed,  with 
Confirmation  first  at  Wj-nyard  and  then  at  Sin- 
nett.  Ilis  Excellency,  Archbishop  O'Neill,  quick- 
ly put  the  children  at  their  ease,  and  seemed  to 
enjoy  questioning  them  as  much  as  they  delighted 
in  answering  him.  One  incident  was  particularly 
amusing.  In  trying  to  develop  the  reason  why 
children  should  love  and  respect  their  parents, 
he  thought  he  had  hit  the  nail  on  the  head  when 
he  said,  "Johnny,  wlio  bought  that  nice  new  suit 
for  you?"  Without  any  hesitation,  Johnny  re- 
plied, "My  grandfather."  Needless  to  say,  the 
Archbishop  was  momentarily  non-plussed. 

The  last  place  in  our  itinerary  was  St.  Patrick's 
in  the  Abbacy  of  Muenster.  Elere  the  enrolment 
l)roved  too  large  for  the  size  of  the  church,  so 
the  Confirmation  class  was  held  outdoors.  Logs 
and  planks  served  as  benches,  and,  when  every 
inch  of  seating  space  was  occupied,  a  buggy  was 
used  to  accommodate  the  overflow.  Fl-eckles 
galore  and  sunburn  and  tan  resulted  from  this 
fresh-air  class,  but  all  agreed  that  it  was  much 
better  than  trying  to  conduct  two  classes  in  one 
small  building.  Once  again  the  week  w^as  brought 
to  a  pleasant  close  with  our  pastor.  Father  Juzy- 
nic,  in  attendance  at  the  picnic  and  marshmallow 
roast. 

The  First  Communion  Mass  on  Sunday  during 
which  the  children  said  the  prayers  of  the  Mass 
and  sang  hymns  marked  the  end  of  one  more 
series  of  summer  vacation  schools,  but  we  hope 
it  was  the  beginning  of  a  long  series  of  graces  for 
these  little  ones  whom  we  tried  to  draw  a  little 
closer  to  Christ. 


Fi-e.sh  Air  Oonfirmatioii  Class 
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BELOW  THE  BORDER 

'Summer  school  material  in  the  way  of  charts, 
pictures,  hymn  sheets,  etc.,  are  in  the  cupboard 
for  the  winter  of  1953,  and  memories  only  (and 
we  trust  merit)  remain  of  our  1952  vacation 
schools.  Thy  were  busy,  happy  times.  We  worked 
hard  to  impart  to  the  children  under  our  care  a 
knowledge  and  love  of  Christ  their  God,  of  Mary 
their  Mother,  of  the  Sacraments,  Prayer  and 
Holy  Things.  The  little  ones  were  eager  to  learn ; 
we  most  anxiously  to  instruct.  But  was  the  in- 
structing all  on  our  part?    I  doubt  it. 

"I  Love  Him,  Sister." 

There  was  seven-year  old  Peggy,  a  chubby  girl 
with  strong  little  brown  legs,  large  black  beauti- 
ful eyes,  two  long  black  braids  tied  with  colored 
ribbon.  "When  it  was  time  to  leave  the  church 
after  her  First  Holy  Communion,  I  whispered  to 
her  "Did  you  speak  to  Jesus,  Peggy?"  "I'm  still 
speaking  to  Him.  He  is  in  my  heart.  I  love  Him, 
Sister." 

"O.K.  Sister!" 

Then  there  was  David,  a  little  adopted  fair- 
haired  lad  of  six.  David  never  saw  the  inside  of 
a  church  until  he  came  to  vacation  school  this 
summer.  Everything  was  new  to  him,  the  Mass, 
Benediction,  the  Stations,  and  "respect  for  God's 
Holy  House."  David  was  inclined  to  come  and  go 
as  he  wished,  even  to  coming  and  going  from 
underneath  the  benches.  Discipline  was  necessary 
and  the  answer  to  the  corrections  he  received  was 
invariably :  "O.K.  Sister,  whatever  you  say."  ID 
will  or  stub'borness  was  never  shown.  He  was  al- 
ways ready  to  be  told  though  I  must  say  he  had 
to  be  told  very  often. 

"Mea  Culpa!" 

Donald  surprised  us  with  his  truthfulness.  One 
day  there  was  an  over-flow  of  water.  "Sister  it 
was  my  fault.   I  was  playing  with  the  tap." 

Our  Biggest  Boy 

And  Peter !  A  boy  of  brawn  with  a  heart  of 
gold.  Being  the  biggest  boy  in  the  class  he 
could  have  made  his  teacher's  day  "a  survival  of 
the  fittest"  but  his  noble  qualities  made  the  sum- 
mer school  a  real  joy.  The  little  fellows  always 
had  a  chance  during  ball  games  even  though 
Peter,  the  leader  and  ball  star  of  the  grou]i,  knew 
it  meant — "three  strikes  and  out." 

The  spiritual  lives  of  the  children  we  hope,  by 
the  Grace  of  God,  grew  and  strengthened  during 
their  weeks  of  catechism.  The  lives  of  the  Sisters 
have  been  enriched  and  edified,  for  how  true  are 
Christ's  words  "A  little  child  shall  lead  them." 


CONSECRATION  TO  OUR  LADY 

In  the  little  town  of  Rutten,  North  Dakota,  we 
were  privileged  to  witness  a  most  beautiful  and 
inspiring  ceremony.  On  this  particular  Sunday 
after  High  Mass,  we  were  invited  to  the  home  of 
one  of  the  parishioners.  Their  daughter,  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Franciscan  Sisters  of  Mary,  who  also 
had  been  teaching  catechism  in  North  Dakota, 
was  home  for  a  visit.  Previous  to  her  coming 
home,  she  had  imbued  her  family  with  the  desire 
of  consecrating  themselves  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary  according  to  Saint  Louis  De  Montfort  and 
on  this  happy  day,  her  dream  came  true. 

After  dinner  everyone  including  the  grandchil- 
dren assembled  in  the  living  room  where  a  shrine 
had  been  erected  to  the  Virgin  Mother.  Father 
Clement,  O.S.B.,  led  the  rosary  and  afterwards 
all  read  the  act  of  consecration.  Our  Lady  must 
have  smiled  with  delight  on  this  happy  family  and 
we  pray  she  may  ever  keep  them  all  sheltered  in 
her  Immaculate  Heart. 


WHAT'S  "COOKIN"  IN  VILNA 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

Hospital  Day 

Monday.  May  12th.,  the  anniversary  of  Florence 
Nightingale's  birth,  was  National  Hospital  Day 
throughout  Canada  and  the  Li'nited  States.  This 
year  Our  Lady's  Hospital  joined  in  the  observance 
of  Hospital  Da.v.  An  Essay  Contest  for  the 
Senior  High  School  students  was  sponsored  by  the 
hospital,  the  subject :  "What  a  Small  Hospital 
IMeans  to  the  Community."  On  May  12  we  had 
Open  House  from  3.00  to  5.00  in  the  afternoon. 
Members  of  the  Hospital  Auxiliary  served  re- 
freshments on  the  lawn.  Two  of  the  Auxiliary 
members  who  are  nurses  and  who  have  worked 
here,  conducted  the  visitors  through  the  hospital. 
During  the  afternoon  there  was  a  short  outdoor 
programme  which  consisted  of  speeches  and  the 
presentation  of  prizes  to  the  winners  of  the  Essa.v 
Contest.  Dr.  P.  W.  Frobb  was  chairman  for  the 
occasion.  Mayor  John  Kureluk  of  Vilma  and  Mr. 
J.  R.  Sweeney  were  the  speakers.  Reverend  J. 
Warczak,  S.T.D.,  announeed  the  winners  and 
presented  the  prizes.  In  a  short  talk  Father 
Warczak  emphasized  the  fact  that  a  hospital  is 
a  living  institution  which  draws  its  life  from  the 
dedication  of  doctors  and  nurses  to. the  ideals  of 
their  vocation.  The  response  of  the  peop'e,  to 
this  first  Hospital  Day  in  many  years,  was 
gratifying.  Our  purpose  was  to  bring  the  public 
to  a  realization  of  the  hosjntal  as  a  community 
institution  which  does  not  stand  alone  and  aloof 
from  the  people,  but  exists  for  the  people  and 
cannot  attain  a  full  efficiencj^  unless  strongly 
sujiportod  in  its  efforts  by  tiie  people. 


AN  ARTIST  IS  ANYONE  WHO  GIX)RIPIE8  HLS  OCCUPATION. 


